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If you would make a Speech, or write one, 
Or get ſome Artiſt to indite one, 

Don't think, becauſe it's underſtood 

By Meg of Senſe, it's therefore good; 

But let your Words ſo well be plann'd, 
That Block beads can't miſunderſtand, 
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SOMETHING BY WAY 
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DOD people, would you know the 
reaſon 
J write at this unlucky ſeaſon, 
When all the nation is ſo poor 
That few can keep above one whore, 
Except the lawyers ; whoſe large fees 
Maintain as many as they pleaſe, 
And Pope, with taſte and judgment great, 
Has deign'd this author to tranſlate, 
The reaſon's this: He may not pleaſe 
The jocund tribe, ſo well as theſe ; 
For all capacities can't climb 
To comprehend the true ſublime, 
Another reaſon I can tell, 
Tho! ſilence might do full as well; 
But being charg'd---diſcharge I muſt, 
For bladder, if too full, will burſt. 
The writers of the merry claſs, 
E'er ſince the time of Hudibras, 
; B 
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In this ſtrange blunder all agree, 
To murder ſhort-legg'd poetry. 
Words, tho? deſign'd to make ye ſmile, 
Why mayn't they run as ſmooth as oil ? 
No poet-taſter can convince 

A man of any kind of ſenſe, 

That verſe can be the greater treaſure, 
Becauſe it wants both weight and meaſure ; 
Or can perſuade, that falſe rough metre, 
Than true and ſmooth, by far is ſweeter, 
This is the wherefore, and the why; 

Have patience, you'll ſee by and by. 
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Arx IDES, as the flory goes, 
720 parſon Chryſis by the naſe, 
Apollo, as the gods all do 

Of Chriſtian, Pagan, Turk, or Jew, 
On that occaſion did not fail 

Zo back his parſon tooth and nail. 
This caus'd a dew hiſh quarrel "tween 
Pelides and the king of men 

I} hich ended to Achilles coft, 

Becauſe a buxom wench he loſt. 

On which great Fove and's wife fell out, 
And made a dumn'd confounded rout : 
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| 2 > ARGUMENT. 
| And, had not honeſt Vulcan ſeen em 

Ready for blows, and ſtepped between em. 
Tis two to one but their diſpute 

Had ended in a ſcratching bout, 

Juno at laſt was over-aw'd, 


Or Jove had been well clapper-claw'd. 
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OME, Mrs. Muſe, but, if a maid, 

Then come Miſs Muſe, and lend me aid ! 

Ten thouſand jingling verſes bring, 

That I Achilles'“ wrath may ſing, 

That I may chaunt in curious faſhion 

This doughty hero's boiling paſſion 

Which plagu'd the Greeks ; and gave 'em 
double 

A Chriſtian's ſhare of toil and trouble, 

And, in a manner quite uncivil, 

Sent many a Broughton to the devil, 

Leaving their carcaſſes on rows, 

Food for great dogs and carrion crows. 

To this ſad paſs the bully's freaks 

Had brought his countryfolks the Greeks / 
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But who the devil durſt ſay no, 

Since ſurly Jove would have it ſo? 

Come tell us then, dear Miſs, from whence 
The quarrel roſe: who gave th' offence? 
Latona's ſon, with fiery locks, 

Amongſt them ſent both Nanu and pox, 
And prov'd moſt damnable obdurate, 
Becauſe the king had vex'd his curate, 

For which offence the god annoyed 'em, 
And by whole waggon loads deſtroy'd 'em. 

- The caſe was this : Theſe ſons of thunder 
Took a plump wench amongſt their plunder, 
A red-nos'd prieſt came hobling after, 

With preſents to redeem his daughter, 

Like a poor ſupplicant did ſtand, 

With an old garland in his hand 

Filch'd from a maypole, and to boot 

A conſtable's ſhort ſtaff lugg'd out. 

Theſe things, be told the chief that kept her, 


Were his old maſter's crown and ſcepter ; 
Then to the captains made a ſpeech, 


And to the brothers joint, and- each : 

Ye Grecian conſtables ſo ſtout, 
May you all live to ſee Troy out, 
And when you've pull'd it to the ground, 
May you get home both ſafe and found. 
Was Jove but half the friend that I am, 
You quickly ſhould demoliſh Priam ; 
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But, ſince the town his godſhip ſpares, 

III help you all J tan with pray'rs. 

For my part, if you'll but reſtore 

My daughter, I'll defire no more. 

You'll hardly gueſs the many ſhifts 

I mate to raiſe you all theſe gifts. 

If preſents can't for favour plead, 

Then let your pity take the lead. 

Should you refuſe, Apollo ſwears 

He'll come himfelf, and lug your ears. 

The Grecians by their ſhouts declare 

Th' old gentleman fpoke very fair; 

They fwore reſpect to him was due, 

And he ſhould have his daughter too: 

For he had brought, to piece the quarrel, 

Of Varmouth herrings half a barrel. 

No wonder then their mouths ſhould water 

More for his herrings than his daughter. 

Hut Agamemnon, who with care 

Had well examin'd all her ware, 

And gueſs'd that neither Troy nor Greece 

Could furnifh fach another piece, 

Roars out! You make a curfed jargon, 

But take me with ye e're you bargain : 

My turn's to ſpeak ; and as for you, Sir, 

This journey you may chance to rue, Sir: | 

Nor fhall your cap and gilded ſtick l 

Preſerve you buttocks from a kick, | 
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Unleſs you ſhew your heels, and ſo 

Eſcape the rage of my great toe. 

What prieſt beſides thyſelf e er grumbl'd 

To have his daughter tightly tumbPl'd ? 

Then don't provoke me by your ſtay, 

But get you gone, Sir, whilſt you may. 

I love the girl, and ſha'nt part with her, 

Till age has made her hide whit-leather, 

Pl keep her *till I can no more, 

And then I will not turn her o'er, 

But with my goods at Argos land her, 

And to my own old manſion hand her, 

Where ſhe ſhall card, and ſpin, and make 

The bed which ſhe has help'd to ſhake. 

From all ſuch blubb'ring rogues, depend on't, 

Fl hold her ſafe, ſo mark the end on't. 

Then ceaſe thy canting ſobs and groans, 

And ſcamper *e're I break thy bones, 
Away then then fneak'd the harmleſs wizard, 

Grumbling confoundedly i' th* gizzard, 

And, as in doleful dumps he paſt, 

Look'd ſharp for fear of being thraſt, 

But out of harm's way when he got, 

To Phcebus he ſet up his throat: 

Smintheus, Latona's ſon and heir, 

Cilla's chief juſtice, hear my pray'r ! 

Thou link boy of the world, that doſt 

In Chryſa's village rule the roaſt, 
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And know'ſt the meaſure, inter nos, 
Of ey'ry wench in Tenedos, 
Rat-catcher general of heaven, - 
Remember how much fleſh I've given 
To ſtay your ſtomach, beef and mutton 
I never fail'd your-ſhrine to put on ; 
And, as I knew you lik'd them dearly, - 
I hung a dozen garlands yearly 
About your church, nor charg'd the warden 
Or overſeers a fingle farthing; 
But paid the charge and ſwept the gallery 
Out of my own poor louſey ſalary. 
This I have done, I'll make't appear, 
For more than five and fifty year. 
In recompence I now inſiſt 
The Grecians feel thy toe and fiſt ; 
For ſure thou canſt not grudge the leaſt 
To vindicate ſo good a prieſt, 

Thus Chryſis pray'd, in dreadful ire, 
The carrot-pated god took fire; 
But *e're he ſtirr'd he bent his bow, 
That he might have the leſs to do, . 
Reſolved before he did begin 
To ſouſe *em whilſt his hand was in. 
Fierce as he mov'd the Greeks to find, 
He made a rumbling noiſe behind ; 
His guts with grumbling ſurely never 
Could roar fo loud,-<-it was his quiver, - 
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Which, as he trotted with a thwack, 

Rattled againſt his raw-bone back. 

In darkneſs he his body fhrouds, 

By making up a cloak of clouds. 

But, when he came within their view, 

T wang went his trufty bowof yew : 

He firſt began with dogs and mules, 

And next demoliſh'd knaves and fools, 

Nine nights he never went to fleep, 

But knock'd *em down like rotten ſheep ; 

And would have ſous'd 'em all, but Juno, 

A ſcolding b---h as any you know, 

Came and explain'd the matter fully 

To Thetis' ſon, the Grecian bully, 

Who ran full ſpeed to ſummon all 

The common council to the hall. 

When ſeated, with a ſolemn look 

Achilles roſe, and thus he ſpoke : 
Neighbours, can any Grecian ſay 

We ought not all to run away 0 

From this curſt place without delay ? 

Elſe ſoon our beſt and braveſt cocks 

Will be deſtroy'd by plague or pox. 

We cannot long, tho' Jove doth back us, 

Reſiſt, whilſt two ſuch foes attack us. 

I think *tis time to ſpare the ſew 


Our broils have left; but what think you? 


A cunning man perhaps may tell us 
The reaſon why this plague beſel us; 
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Or an old woman, that can dream, 

May help us out in this extreme, 

For dreams, if rightly you attend 'em, 

| Are true, when Jove thinks fit to ſend 'em. 

| Thus may we ſorm ſome judgment what 

This ſame Apollo would be at, 

| Whether he mauls each wicked ſinner, 

$ Becauſe a mighty pimping dinner 

| He often had, but then he knew. 

| That we had damn'd ſhort commons too, 

If its for that he makes ſuch ſir, 

He's not the man I took him for: 

| But, as I've reaſon for my fears, 

] vote to pay him all arrears. 

Therefore let ſuch a man be found, 

Either above or under ground, 

To tell us quickly how we may 

In proper terms begin to pray, 

That he may caſe us of theſe curſes, 

And ſtay at home and mind his horſes, 

| Much better bus'neſs tor the ſpark 

Than ſhooting Grecians in the dark, 
He faid, and ſquatting on his breech, 

| Calchas roſe up, and look'd on each: 

With caution he began to ſpeak 

| A ſpt ech compos'd of pureſt Greek, 

He was a wizard, and could caſt 


A figure to find out things paſt ; 
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Ol every kind of bird that flew, 


When firſt the Grecians mann'd their boats 


And in a twinkling ſhalt thou know 
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And things to come he could foretel, 
Almoſt as well as Sydrophel. 

Ihe different languages he knew 
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Each word could conſtrue that they ſpoke, 
Or ſcreech owl's ſcream, or raven's croak, 
And, by a ſcience moſt profound, 

Diſtinguiſh rotten eggs from ſound, 
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To fail, and cut the Trojans? throats, 
Safely to ſteer em through the tide, 
They choſe this wizard for their guide, 
As flow as clock-work he aroſe, 
Then with his fingers wip'd his noſe : 
Dubious to ſpeak or hold his tongue, 
His words betwixt hss teeth were hung 
But, having ſhook 'em from his jaws, 
As dogs ſhake weaſels from their noſe, 
Away they came both loud and clear, 
And told his mind, as you ſhall hear : 
Thou that art Joye's reſpected friend, 
To what I ſpeak be ſure attend, 
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Why Phoebus ſmokes the Grecians fo. 
But promiſe, ſhould the chief attack me, 
That thou my bully rock will back me; 
Becauſe 1 know things muſt come out 
Will gripe him to the very gut. 


aa — — — — 1 — Fd Ad — — 2 a 


HOMER' ILIAD. 13 


Theſe monarchs are ſo proud and haughty, 
Subjects can't tell them when they're faulty, 
T Becauſe, though now their fury drops, 
Some how or other out it pops. 
And this remember whilft you live, 
When kings can't puniſh, they'll forgive. 
Achilles thus: Old cock, ſpeak out, 1 
Speak freely, without fear or doubt. | 
Smite my old potlid ! but, fo long "1 
As I draw breath amidſt this throng, 
The bloodieſt cur in all the crew | 
Shant dare ſo much as bark at you; 
Not e'en the chief, ſo grum and tall, 
Who fits two ſteps above us all. Th 
Theſe words the doubtful conj'ror chear, 
Who then proceeded without fear: my 
To th' gods you never play'd the thief, 5 
But paid them well with tripe or beef ; 
But *tis our chief provok'd Apollo 
With this curſt plague our camp to follow, 
Becauſe his prieſt was vilely us'd, 4 
His daughter kiſs'd, himſelf abus'd. | 
The curate's pray'rs caus'd theſe diſorders ; | 
Gods fight for men in holy orders. - 
Nor will he from his purpoſe flinch, | 
Nor will his godſhip budge one inch, 
But without mercy, great and ſmall, | 
Will never ceaſe to ſweat us all, tl 
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If Agamemnon doth not ſend her, 
With cooks and ſtateſmen to attend her. 
Then let's in haſte the girl reſtore 
Without a ranſom; and, what's more, 
Let's rams, and goats, and oxen give, 
That priefts and gods may let us live. 
Ready to burft with vengeful ire, 


That made his bloodſhot eyes ſtrike fire, 


Atrides, with an angry ſcrowl, 
Replies, The devil fetch your foul ! 
I've a great mind, you louſy wizard, 
To lay my fiſt acrofs your mazzard. 
Son of an ugly ſquinting bitch, 

Pray who the pox made you a witch? 
I don't believe, you mongrel dog, 
You ken a handfaw from a hog ; 


Nor know, altho' you thus dare flounce, 


How many f--ts will make an ounce, 
And yet, an imp, can always ſee 

Some miſchief cooking up for me, 
And think, becauſe you are à prieſt, 
You ſafely may with captains jeſt. 

But I forewarn thee, nun the ſtroke, 
Nor dare my mighty rage provoke. 

A pretty fellow thou to teach 

Our men to murmur at thy ſpeech, 
Tell lies as thick as you can pack em, 


And bring your wooden gods to back en 
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And all becauſe a girl I keep 
For exerciſe, to make me fleep. 
Beſides, the wench does all things neatly, 
And handles my affairs compleatly. 
She hems, marks linen, and ſhe Hitebes, 
And mends my doublet, hofe, and breeches. 
My Clytemneftra well I love, 
But not fo well as her, by Jove ! 
Vet, ſince you ſay we ſuffer flaughter 
& Becaufe I kifs this parſon's daughter, 
Then go ſhe muſt,---T'll let her go, 
2 Since the croſs gods will have it ſo; 
Rather than Phoebus thus ſhall drive 
And flea the people all alive, 
From this dear loving wench PII part, 
The only comfort of my heart. 
But, ſince J muſt reſign for Greece, 
I ſhall expect as good a piece: 
"Tis a great loſs, and by my ſoul 
All Greece ſhall join to make me whole 
Don't think that I of all that fought 
Will take a broken pate for nought. 
Achilles, ſtarting from his breech, 
Replies, By Jove a pretty ſpeech | 
Think'ſ thou the troops will in her ſtead 
Send what they got with broken head 
Or that we fhall eſteem you right in 
Purloining what we earn'd by fighting! 
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You may with bullying face demand, 
But who the pox will underſtand ! 
If thou for plunder look'ft, my boy, 


Enough of that there is in Troy : 


Her apple-ſtalls we down may pull, 
And then we'll ſtuff thy belly full. 

The chief replies: For you, Achilles, 
I care not two-pence, but my will is 
Not to ſubmit to be ſo ſerv'd, 
And thou lie warm whilſt I am ſtarv'd. 
Tho' thou in battle mak'ſt brave work, 
Can beat the d---], pope, and Turk, 


With Spaniards, Hollanders, and French, 


I wont for that give up my wench : 

Nor ſhall I, Mr. Bluff, d'ye ſee, 

Reſign my girl to pleaſure thee, 

Let ſomething be produc'd to view, 
Which I may have of her in lieu, 
Something that's noble, great, and good, 
Worthy a prince of royal blood, 

Juſt ſuch another I ſhould wiſh her, 

As ſev'n years ſince was Kitty Fiſher ; 
Or elſe I will, ſince you provoke, 

At all your prizes have a ſtroke, 

Ulyſles' booty will I ſeize, 

Or thine or Ajax, if I pleaſe. 

The man that's hurt may bawl and roar, 
And ſwear, but he can do no more. 
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But this ſome other time may do, 

I muſt go launch a ſand barge now; 

Victuals and cooks I muſt take care, 

With oars and pilots, to prepare 

See the ropes tarr'd, the bottom mended, 

And the old fails well piec'd and bended. 

Then put the wench on board the boat, 

{ Attended by ſome man of note, 

8 By Creta's chief, or, if he miſſes, 

By Ajax, or by ſly Ulyſles ; 

Or, if I pleaſe, I'll make you ſkip 

{ Aboard, as captain of the ſhip. 

We make no doubt but you with eaſe 

His angry godſhip may appeaſe ; 

Or elſe your goggle eyes, that fright us, 

May ſcare him ſo he'll ceaſe to ſmite us. 
You would have ſworn this mortal twitch 

Had given old Peleus's fon the itch, 

So hard he ſcratch'd ; at laſt found vent, 

And back to him this anſwer ſent : 
Thou wretch, to all true hearts a ſtain, 

Thou damn'd infernal rogue in grain! 

Thou greater hypocrite than G-ml-y, 

| Thou dirtyer dog than Jemmy L—y ! 

Whoſe deeds like thine will ever be 

A ſcandal to nobility z | 

From this good day I hope no chief 

Will fight thy broils, or eat thy beef, 
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| 
| How canſt thou hope thy men will ſtand, 
| When under ſuch a rogue's command? 
| What bus'neſs I to fight thy battle? 
| The Trojans never ſtole my cattle. 
| My farm, fecur'd by rocks and ſands, 
[| Was ſafe from all their thieving bands, 
h | My fteeds fed ſafe both grey and dapple ; 
|| Nor could they ſteal a ſingle apple 
From any orchard did belong 
To me, my fences were ſo ſtrong. 
I kept off all ſuch ſons of bitches 
With guick-ſet hedges fac'd with ditches 
Our farm can all good things (apply, | 
Our men can box, and ſo can I 
ll | Hither we came, tis ſhame I'm flire, 
ll | To fight, for what ? an arrant whore ! 
[ A pretty Rory this to tell, 
f Inſtead of being treated well, 
f As a reward for all our blows, 
ll | We're kick'd about by your -dog's noſe. 
1 And dar'ſt thou think to ſeize my plunder, 
| For which I made the battle thunder, 
| And men and horſes truckle under ? 
No | finee it was the Greoians' giſt, 
To keep it I ſhall make a ſhift. 
What wouldſt thou have? thou hadſt the 4% 
Of every thing; nay, tis no jeft : 
i} But you take care to leave, I ſee, 
| . The fighting trade to fools like me. 
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In this you ſhew the ſtateſinan's ſkill, 
ro let fools fight whilft you fit ſtill. 
Pirſt I'm humbugg'd with ſome poor toy, 
; Then clapp'd o'th' back, and call'd brave boy. 
Erhis ſhall no more hold water, friend, 
My 'prenticeſhip this day ſhall end. 
ſu'hen I go, and my men to boots, 
leave thee then a king of clouts. 
The general gave him tit for tat, 
And anſwer'd, cocking firſt his hat: 
Go, and be hang'd, you bluſt'ring whelp, 
Pray who the murrain wants your help ? 
When you are gone, I know there are 
Col'nels ſufficient for the war, 
Nilitia bucks that know no fears, 
Brave fiſnmongers and auctioneers. 
Beſides, great Jove will fight for us, 
What need we then this mighty frfs ? 
Thou lov'ſt to quarre}, fratch, and jangle, 
To ſcold and ſwear, and fight and wrangle. 
Great ſtrength thou haſt, and pray what then, 
Art thou ſo ſtupid, can'ſt not ken? 
The gods that ev'ry thing can ſee 
Give ſtrength to bears as well as thee, 
Of all Jove's ſons, a baſtard hoſt; 
For reaſons good, I hate thee moſt. 
Prithee be packing; thou'rt not fit, 
Or here to ſtand, or there to fit ; 
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In your own pariſh kick your ſcrubs, 


They're taught to bear ſuch kind of rubs ; 


But, for my part, I ſcorn the help 
Of ſuch a noiſy bullying whelp : 


Go therefore, friend, and learn at ſchool, 


Firſt to obey, and then to rule. 
The gods they ſay for Chryſeis ſend, 
And to reſtore her I intend : 

But look what follows, Mr. Bully, 


See if I don't convince thee fully, 


That thy bluff wench with ſandy hair, 
The loſs I ſuffer ſhall repair; 

III let thee feel what *tis to be 

A rival to a chief like me: 

That thou and all theſe folks may know 


Great men are only ſubject to 
The gods, or right or wrong they do, 


Had you but ſeen Achilles fret it, 
I think you never could forget it; 
A ſight ſo dreadful ne'er was ſeen, 
He ſweat for very rage and ſpleen : 
Long was he balanc'd at both ends ; 
When reaſon mounted, rage deſcends : * 
The laſt commanded ſword lug out; 
The firſt advis'd him not to do't. 
With half-drawn weapon fierce he ſtood, 
Eager to let the-general blood ; 
When Pallas, ſwift deſcending down, 
Lent him a knock upon the crown; 
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hen roar'd as loud as ſhe could yelp', 
ugging his ears, tis I, you whelp: 
ow Mrs. Juno, *cauſe they both 
Vere fav'rites; was exceeding loath 
o have em quarrel ; ſo ſhe ſent 
his wench all miſchief to prevent, 
\nd to obſtruct her being ſeen, 
ent her a cloud to make a ſcreen. 
Pelides wonder'd who could be 
do bold, and turn'd about to ſee : 
e knew the twinkling of her eyes, 
and loud as he could bawl, he cries, 
oddeſs of Wiſdom ! pray what weather 
Has blown your goatſkin doublet hither ? 
owe'er, theu com'ſt quite opportune 
To ſee how baſely I'm run down; 
Thou com'ſt moſt à propos incog. 

ſee how I will trim this dog: 
For by this truſty blade, his life 
Or mine ſhall end this furious ftrife. 

To whom, reply'd the blue-ey'd Pallas, 

| come to ſave thee from the gallows : 
Thou'rt ſurely either mad or drunk, 
To threaten murder for a punk : 
Prithee now let this paſſion cool ; 


For once be guided by a fool : 
From heav'n I ſows'd me down like thunder, 


To keep your boiling paſſion under ; 
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For white-arm'd Juno bid me ſay, 
Let reaſon now thy paſſion ſway, 
And give it vent ſome other day ; 
Sheath thy cheeſetoaſter in its caſe, 
But call him fcoundrel to his face. 
To Juno both alike are dear, 
And both alike to me, I'll ſwear, 
In a ſhort time the filly whelp 
Will give a guinea for thy help; 
Only juſt now revenge forbear, 
And be content to ſcold and ſwear. 

Achilles, thus, with ears and eyes, 

I mind thee goddeſs, bold and wiſe ; 
*T'is hard, but ſince *tis your command, 
Depend upon't III hold my hand, 
Knowing if your advice I take, 

Some day a recompence you'll make : 
Beſides, of all the heavenly crew, 

I pay the moſt regard ta you : 

This faid, he rams into the ſheath 

His ruſty. inftrument of death. 

(Pallas then inſtantly took flight, 
Aſtride her broom-ſtick, out of fight ; 
And e're you could repeat twice ſeven, 
Had reach'd the outward gate of heaven.) 
His gizzard ſtill was mighty hot, 

And boil'd like porridge in a pot; 
Atrides he did ſo randan, 
He call'd him all but gentleman 


 HOMER' ILIAD. 


By Jove, ſays he, thour't always drunk, 
And always ſquabbling for a punk. 
Thou dog in face | thou deer in heart! 
Thou call'd a fighter! thou a f---t ! 

| When did'ſt thou e'er in Ambuſh lie, 

E Unleſs to ſeize ſome mutton pye ; 

And there you're ſafe, becauſe, you can 
Run faſter than the baker's man. 
When fighting comes you bid us fight, 
; And claim the greateſt profit by't. 
Great Agamemnon ſafer goes, 

To rob his friends than plunder foes : 
And he who dares to contradict 

ls ſure to have his pockets pick'd : 

Hear then, you pilfering dirty cur, 

| Whoſe thieving makes ſo great a ſtir : 
And let the croud about us hear, 

What 1 by this ſame trucheon ſwear, 
Which to the tree whereon it grew 

Will never join, nor I with you, 

| The devil fetch me if I do: 

Therefore, I ſay, by this ſame ſtick, 
Expect no more I'll come i'th* nick 

| Your luggs to ſave: let Hector ſowſe ye, 
And with his truſty broomſhaft dowſe ye. 
God help us all I know thou'lt ſay, 
Then ſtare and gape, and run away; 

All this will happen, I conjecture, 

The very next time you ſee Hector; 
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And then thyſelf thou'lt hang, I trow ; 
For uſing great Achilles ſo : 

This ſaid, his truncheon gilded all 
Like ginger-bread upon a ſtall, 
Around the top and bottom too, 

Slap bang upon the floor he threw. - 


His wrath Atrides could not hold, 
But cock'd his mouth again to ſcold, 
And talk'd away at ſuch a rate, 

He diſtanc'd hard-mouth'd ſcolding Kate, 
The oratar of Billinſgate. 

Whilſt thus they rant and ſcold, and , 
Old ſquare toes riſes from his chair; 
With honey words your ears he'd ſooth, 
Pomatum was not half ſo ſmooth. 

Neſtor had fill'd the higheſt ſtations 

For almoſt three whole generations; 

At ev'ry meeting took the chair, 

Had been a dozen times lord-mayor, 

And what you hardly credit will, 
Remain'd a fine old Grecian ſtill. 

On him with gaping jaws they look, 
Whilſt the old coney catcher ſpoke: 

To Greece twill be a burning ſhame, 

But to the Trojans ſpecial game, 

That our. beſt leaders, men ſo ſtout, 

For whores and rogues ſhould thus fall out: 
Young men, the old may treat as mules, 
We know full well young men are fools ; 
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Therefore to lay the caſe before ye, 


Plain as I can I'Il tell a ſtory : 

] once a ſet of fellows knew, | 

All hearts of oak, and backs of yew : 

To look for ſuch would be in vain, 

I ne'er ſhall ſee the like again. | 

Tho' bruis'd from head to foot they fought on, 
Perithous was himſelf a Broughton. 

Bold Dryas was as hard as ſteel, 

His knuckles would make Buckhurſt feel; 
And ſtrong- back'd Theſeus, tho' a ſailor, 
Would ſingle handed beat the Nailor. 
Great Polyphemus too I brag on, 

He fought and kick'd like Wantley's dragon ; 
And Cineus often would for fun 

Make conſtables and watchmen run. 


duch were my cronies, rogues in buff, 


Who taught me how to kick and cuff, 


With theſe the boar ſtood little chance; 
They made the four-leg'd Centaurs prance, 


Now theſe brave boys, theſe hearts of oak, 
Were all attention when I ſpoke : 

And liſten'd to my fine oration 

Like Whitheld's gaping congregation : 
Tho” I was young, they thought me wile, 


| You ſure may now with me adviſe : 


Atrides, don't Briſeis ſeek, 
For if you do, depend each Greek, 
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The daſtard rogue, as well as brave, 
Will ſay our king's both fool and knave. 
The want of brains is no great ſhame, 
*Cauſe nature there is moſt to blam: ; 
But this plain fact by all is known, 
If you're a rogue, the fault's your own. 
Achilles, don't you play the fool, 
And ſnub the king ; for he muſt rule : 
Thou art in fight the firſt, I grant; E 
As brave as Mars, or John-a-Gaunt : E 
But then you muſt allow one thing, : 
No clan ould ſcold and huff a king. | ; 
Matters you knew are juſt this length, ? 
He has got pow'r, and you have ſtrength : 
Of each let's take a proper ſup 
To make a uſeful mixture up. 
Do you, Atrides, ſtrive to eaſe 
Your heart; this bully PII appeaſe. 
I'd rather give five hundred pound 
Than have Pelides quit the ground, 

Bravo! old boy ! the king replies, 
I ſwear my vet'ran's wond'rous wiſe : 
But that ſnap-dragon won't ſubmit 
To laws, unleſs he thinks *em fit ; 
Becauſe he can the Trojans ſwinge, 
He fancies I to him ſhould cringe; 
But I, in ſpite of all his frumps, 
Shall make him know I'm king of trumps. 1 
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Achilles quickly broke the thread 
Of this fine ſpeech ; and thus he ſaid 

Now, ſmite me, but I well deſerv'd 
To be ſo us'd, when firſt I ſerv'd 
So great a rogue as you; but d——n me 
If you another day ſhall flam me: 
Seize my Briſeis, if you liſt, 

I've paſt my word I won't reſiſt; 
Safely then do it, for no more, 

For any woman, wife, or whore, 
Achilles boxes; but take care 

Your ſcoundrels ſteal no other ware: 
No more Achilles dare t'affront, 
Leſt he ſhould call thee to account, 
And the mext ſcurvy ſquabble cloſe 
By wringing off thy ſnotty noſe. 

This Billingſgate affair being o'er, 
Sullen they turn'd em to the door. 
Achilles in a hurry went, 

And fat down ſulky in his tent : 

Patroclus, as a friend ſhould do, 

Both grumbl'd and look'd ſulky too. 

Mean time Atrides fitted out 

From Puddle Dock a ſmugg' ling boat. 

On deck Miſs Chryſeis took her ſtand ; 

Ulyſſes. had the chief command. 

The off rings in the hold they ſtuff d, 

Then, all ſails ſet, away they oo Ro 
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The chol'rick chief doth next eſſay, 
The ſoldiers filth to waſh away; 

A cart and horſe to every tent, 

He with a noify bellman ſent: 

The bell did ſignify, you muſt 
Without delay bring out your duſt : 
Then made em ſtand upon the ſhore, 
And waſh their dirty limbs all o'er ; 
Next, by advice of Doctor Grimſtone, 
He rub'd their mangy joints with brimſtone, 
Becauſe, when firſt they ſally'd forth. 
Some mercenary's from the north 

Had breught a queer diſtemper, which 
The learned doctors call'd the itch. 

He next begins to cut the throats 


Of bulls, and ſheep, and lambs, and goats; 


The legs and, loins in order laid, 


To Phœbus all his ſhare is paid: 


Apollo, as the ſmoke aroſe, 
Snufft ev'ry atom up his noſe; 
And rather than they would provoke him, 
They ſent him ſmoke enough to choak him. 
Still in the midſt of all this coil, 
Atrides felt his ewer broil: 

Talthybius and Euribates, 

Two ticket porters, did await his 
Dread will, to carry goods and chattels, 
Or run with meſſages in battles: 
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To theſe he ſpeaks, Ve ſcoundrels two 
What I command obſerve ye do; 
Run to Achilles' tent, take heed, 
And bring away his wench with ſpeed ; 
Tell him you're order'd to attend her, 
And I expect he'd quickly ſend her; 
Elſe with a file of muſqueteers 
I'll beat his tent about his ears. 
They hung an a- ſe, what could they do ? 
They'd rather not, but yet muſt go: 
Penſive they trod the barren ſand, 
On this ſide ſea, on that fide land, 
And look'd extreme diſconſolate, 
Fearing at leaſt a broken pate. 
The hero in his tent they found, 
His day-lights fix'd upon the ground : 
They reliſh'd not his ſurly look, 
So out of fear their diftance took : 
Quickly he gueſs'd they were in trouble, 
And ſcarn'd to make their burden double ; 
But with his finger, or his thumb, 
Beckon'd the tardy knaves to come, 
Ye truſty meſſengers, draw near, 
And don't bedawb yourſelves for fear, 
Though you ſmell ſtrong ; but if its ſo 
Pray clean yourſelves before ye go: 
Your maſter, if my thoughts prove true, 
Will ſoon ſmell ſtronger far than you. 
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I partly gueſs for what you came; 
Poor rogues, like you, ſhould bear no blame, 
Compell'd, you hither bent your way 
And ſervants always ſhould obey. | 
Patroclus, fetch this ſquare-ſtern'd jade, 
Let her be to his tent convey'd: 
But hark, ye meſſengers declare, 
What I by Gog and Magog ſwear; 
That though in blood all Greece ſhall wal low 
With fretting I'll conſume no tallow, 
But coolly let, and ſo I tell ye, 
The Trojans beat your bones to jelly; 
And if to me they are but civil, 
May drive ye, ſcoundrels, to the d— 1, 
Your muddy-pated, hot-brain'd chief, 
(Whoſe folly far exceeds belief ) 
When he has got a broken pate, 
Will find himſelf an aſs, too late. 
Mean time the bold Patroclus bears 
The red-hair'd wench all drown'd in tears; 
Who, with a woful heavy heart, 
(As loath from his ſtrong back to part) 
Whilſt with the porter's twain ſhe went, 
Kept ſquinting backward to his tent. 

Now, when the buxom wench was gone, 
What think you doth this lubber-loon, 
But when he found no mortal near him, 


He roar'd, *twould ** good to hear him; 
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And hanging his great jolter head 
O'er the ſalt ſea, he ſob'd and ſaid, 
Oh, mother | ſince I'm to be ſhot, 
Or ſome way elſe muſt go to pot, 
I think great Jove, if he did right, 
Should ſcower my fame exceeding bright. 
'Tis quite reverſe ; yon” brazen knave 
Has ſtole the plumpeſt wench I have; 
And in the face of all the throng 
Of conſtables has done me wrong, 
The goddeſs heard him under water, 
And ran as faſt as ſhe could patter ; 
She ſaw he'd almoſt broke his heart, 
And, like good mother, took his part : 
My Son, I'm vext to hear thee cry ; 
Come, tell mamma the reaſon Why. 
From th' bottom of his weem he ſigh d, 
And to his mammey thus reply'd ; 

For what that rogue has made me cry, 
You know, I'm ſure, as well as I; 


+ Yet ſince you bid me tell my ſtory, 


I'll whip it over in a hurry, 

What think you that vile ſcoundrel's done, 

That Agamemnon, to your ſon ? 

Becauſe his pretty girl was gone, 

He muſt have mine, forſooth, or none, 

The Grecians gave to me this prize: 

He huffs the Greeks, and damns their eyes. 
C 4 
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We went to Thebes, and ſack'd a village, 
And brought away a world of pillage; 
Amongſt the plunder that was taken, 
Beſides fat geeſe, and eggs, and bacon, 
We got ſome wenches plump and fair, 
Of which one fell to that rogue's ſhare : 
But in the middle of our feaſt, 

There came a hob' ling red- nos'd prieſt; 
In a great wallet that old dreamer 

Had brought ſome preſents to redeem her, 
And made ſuch humble ſupplication, 
Attended with a fine oration, - 

That ev'ry Greek, except Atrides, 

On the old hob'ling parſon's ſide is; 

But he, of no one ſoul afraid, 


Swore blood and oons he'd keep the maid : 


And, with an anſwer moſt uncivil, 
Damn'd the old fellow to the d— l. 
The prieſt walk'd home in doleful dumps, 
(Like Witherington upon his ſtumps;) 
But, it is plain, he made a halloo 
That reach'd his loving friend Apollo; 
For he in wrath, moſt furiouſly, 
Began to ſmite us hip and thigh ; 

And had not I found out a prophet, 
That told us all the reaſon of it, 
Burn my old ſhoes, if &er a finner 
Had now been left to eat a dinner; 
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But that as ſure as cits of London 

Oft leave their ſpouſe's buſineſs undone, 
And trudge away to Ruſſel- ſtreet 

Some little dirty whore to meet, 

Whilſt the poor wife, to cure her dumps, 
Works her apprentice to the ſtumps, 

So ſure this God, for rage or fun, 

Had pepper'd every mother's ſon : 

*T was I, indeed, did firſt adviſe 

To cook him up a ſacrifice, 

And then his pardon ſtrive to gain 

By ſending home the wench again, 

For which the d d confounded churl 
Swore he would have my bouncing girl: 
And I this minute, you muſt know, 
Like a great fool, have let her go; 

For which, no doubt, it will be ſaid 
Your ſon has got a chuckle head; 

To Jove then go, and catch him by 
The hand, or foot, or knee, or thigh; 


Hold him but faſt, and coax him well, 


And mind you that old ſtery tell, 

How you of All the gods held out 
When they once rais'd a rebel rout, 
And brought a giant from Guildhall 
With face ſo grim he ſcar'd 'em all; 
When once you'd got him rais'd above, 
And plac'd him by the fide of Jove, 
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So faſt with both his hands he thunder'd, | 
The rebels ſwore he'd got a hundred, 4 
Threw down the ropes they'd brought to 
bind 'em, | y 
And ſcamp'ring, never look'd behind em; | 
Tell him for this to drive pell mel! 
The Grecian ſons of whores to hell, | 
That Atreus ſon, that ſtupid fool 
May have no ſcoundrels left to rule, A 
And then he'll hang himſelf for ſpite 
He durſt the boldeſt Grecian ſlight, . 
His mother's heart was almoſt broke, y 
To hear how dolefully he ſpoke : 5 
But having belch'd, ſhe thus replies, 
The ſalt brine running from her eyes: 
O Killey, ſince the fates do ſtint 
Thy precious life, the devil's in't 
That thou muſt likewiſe bear to boots 
This ſcurvy, mangy raſcal's flouts ; 
But take thy mammy's good advice, 
And hie thee homeward in a trice ; 
Or if thou'd rather chuſe to ſtay, 8 
Don't help the dogs in any fray. g 
5 


Depend upon't to Jove I'IIl go, 

And let him all the matter know: 

He junkets now with ſwarthy faces, 
(Fer he, like men, has all his paces;) 
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And will continue at the feaſt 

Ten or eleven Days at leaſt: 

Taking, like our Jamaica planters, 

Their fill of what eur vileſt ranters 

Would puke at, but theſe kind of beaſt 

Eſteem it as a noble feaſt ; 

I mean the breaking up the trenches 

Of ſooty, ſweaty negro wenches ; 

(Tho' moſt o'th* planters that thus roam, 

Like Jove, , have wife enough at home.) 

Soon as his guts have got their fill 

Il] tell him all, by Jove I will; 

Till he has granted my petition, 

Don't ſtir to keep em from perdition; 

Not e'en to ſave their ſouls, plague rot em: 

So ſouſe ſhe plung'd, and reach'd the bottom. 
Mean time Ulyſſes, full of cares, 

Had moor'd his boat at Chryſa's ftairs : 

When fails were furl'd, and all made ſnug, 

They tipt the can, and paſs'd the jug ; 

Then fell to work, and brought their ſtore 

Of cows and rotten ſheep aſhore ; 

This done, the laſt of all came out 


The girl that caus'd this woeful rout : 


Ulyſſes, ever on the lurch, 

Hurry's the girl away to church, 

Knowing full well that there he had 

Beſt chance of finding her old dad; 
C 6 
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And as he gave her to th' old man, 
Tolye * and cant he thus began : 
I come upon my bended knees 
Thine and Apollo's wrath t'appeaſe ; 
And that I'm in good earneſt, ſee 
Thy girl come back, and ranſom free; 
And, what I own is boldly ſaid, 
I've brought her with her maidenhead ; 
For which, I hope, our friend you'll ſtand, 
That Sol may hold his heavy hand. 
The parſon hugg'd and kiſs'd his daughter, 
And ſhak'd the hands of them that brought her; 
So pleas'd to ſee the girl again, | 
He fell to prayers might and main; 
And, whilſt the Greeks the cattle ſlay, 
The parſon thus was heard to pray: 
Apollo, pr'ythee hear me now, 
As eke thou didſt nine days ago: 
As thou at my requeſt didſt murder 
The Grecians, pr'ythee go no further; 
Hear, once again, thy prieſt's petition, 
And mend their moſt bedawb'd condition.“ 
Apollo, as the ſound drew near, 
To ev'ry ſyllab lent an ear: 
And now they fell to cutting throats 
Of bulls and oxen, ſheep and goats. 


* Every body ows Ulyſſes could lye with a * 
grave face, 
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After the day-light god was ſerv'd 
The prieſt for all the people carv'd. 
But how the hungry whoreſons ſcaff'd ! 
How eagerly the beer they quaff*d, 
Till they had left no ſingle chink, 
Either to hold more meat or drink, 
None can deſcribe: they grew ſo mellow, 
Nothing was heard but whoop and halloo; 
Rare ſongs they ſung, and catches too, 
(The compoſition good and true) 
Apollo made 'em, but took care 
They ſhould not laſt above a year, 
Well knowing that the future race 
Of men, all knowledge would diſgrace, 
And that his lines muſt have great luck, 
Not to give place to Stephen Duck. 

At ſun-ſet all hands went from ſhore 
On board their oyſter-boat to ſnore. 
I'th* morning, when they hoiſt their ſail, 
Apollo lent a mackrell gale, 
With which they nimbly croſt the main, 
And hawl'd their boat aſhore again, 
But now 'tis time we look about 
And find the bold Achilles out : 
Penſive he ſat, and bit his thumbs, 
No comfort yet, no mammy comes: 
The days had number'd juſt eleven, 
When Jupiter return'd to heaven; 
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He'd got his belly full of ſmacks ; 
From thick-lip'd Ethiopian blacks. 

The mother on her word muſt think, 
So up ſhe mounted in a twink, 
Approach'd his godſhip, whom ſhe took ; 
Faſt by the hand, and thus ſhe ſpoke : ; 

&« If ever I had luck to be 
Uſeful in time of need to thee, 

(Which, I am ſure, you can't deny, 
Unleſs you tell a curſed lye) 

Quickly revenge th'affront that's done 
By Agamemnon te my ſon. | 

Let Hector thraſh 'em, if he liſt, 

Till every Grecian rogue's bepiſt, 
And make them run like fright'ned rats 
From mother Dobſon's tabby cats. 

Whilſt- Jove conſiders what to ſay, 
Onward ſhe goes; ſhe'll have no nay : 

„ You muſt with my requeſt comply, 
My deareſt dad, ſo don't deny; 

But let the heavenly rabble ſee 
Some kindneſs is reſerv'd for me.” 

Then anſwers he who rolls the thunder, 
I'm much amaz'd, and greatly wonder, 
That you ſhould thus attempt, with tears, 
To ſet my rib and me by th' ears; 
This, by my ſoul ! will make rare work 
Juno will rate me like a Turk: 
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0 You ſurely know, and have known long, 
The dl cannot match her tongue: 
To Troy, I'm ſure, I wiſh full well, 
She ne'er forgets that tale to tell: 

But hie away from hence, leſt ſhe 
Should ſpy you holding chat with me. 

I I but ſay I'll grant your ſuit, 

* You may depend upon't I'll do't : 

Wich head (obſerve) I'll make a nod, 
That cannot be revers'd, by G—4 : 
The thund'rer then his noddle ſhakes, 
And Greece, like city cuſtard, quakes. 

” Thetis, well pleas'd the Greeks to ſouſe, 
Dives under water like a gooſe ; 

Whilſt Jove to th' upper houſe repairs, 


And calls abeut him all his peers; 
Who ran tattend his call much faſter 


Than ſchoolboys run to meet their maſter ; 

All filent ſtood the gaping bevy, 

Like ſneaking courtiers at a levey, 

Juno excepted ; fear ſhe ſcorns, 

She hates all manners, damns all forms; 

And becauſe Jove had juſt heen talking 

With Thetis, (nothing more provoking) 

Her paſſion roſe, and ſhe ding dong, 

Would quarrel with him, right or wrong. 
"Tis mighty civil, on my life, 

To keep all ſecrets from your wife: 
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Is this the method, Mr. Jove, ; 
You take to ſhew your wife your love? N. 
Pray who's that brimſtone-looking quean, 


0 
With whem you whiſpering was ſeen ? 7 
Perhaps you're ſet ſome ſecret taſk, K 
And I'm impertinent to aſk. . 
Is there a wife tween here and Styx, 81 


Like me, would bear your whoring tricks 

But, goodman Royſter ! I'd have you kno 

Tho? you are Jove, I {till am Juno! 
Madam, ſays Jove, by all this prate, 

I partly gueſs what you'd be at; |: 

You want the ſecrets to diſcloſe, 4 F 

Which I conceal from friends and foes : * 

' You only ſeek your own diſquiet; I 

Secrets to women are bad diet. . 

A ſecret makes a deſp'rate rumble, 

Nor ceaſes in the gut to grumble, 

Till vent it finds, then out it flies, 

Attended with ten thouſand lies. 

All characters to pieces tears, 

And ſets the neighbourhood by th' ears. 

What's proper [I'll to you relate, 

The reſt remains with me and fate: 

But from this day I'll order no man 
That's wiſe, ſhall truſt a tatling woman. 
The goddeſs with the goggle eyes, 

Roll'd 'em about, and thus replies: 
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I find 'twill be in vain to plead, 


f When once you get it in your head; 
an, To contradict your loving wife 
You value neither noiſe nor ſtrife; 
But, ſpite of all that we can ſay, 
ou mules will always have your way: 
Y But yet for Greece I'm ſore afraid, 
CKS' 


er ſince that cunning white-leg'd jade, 
hat Thetis, a long conf*rence had; 

Im ſure ſhe's hatching ſomething bad, 
* hath ſome mighty favour won 

For her dear ranting roaring ſon, 

1 Elfe, by my ſoul, you'd not have given 

f A nod that ſhock both earth and heaven; 
F | Perhaps you'll take the whore's-bird's fide, 
And thraſh my Grecian's back and hide. 

| Flux me, quoth Jove, thy jealous pate, 
0 Inſtead of love, will move my hate. 
I tell thee, cunning thou muſt be 
To worm this ſecret out of me: 
is better far, good wife, to ceaſe 
To plague me thus, and ſtudy peace; 
Or if you want to make reſiſtance, 
Call all the gods to your affiſtance 
So all your jackets will I baſte, 
| You'll not rebel again in haſte. 
Juno, with face as broad as platter, 
Soon found ſhe had miſta'en the matter; 


nor 
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She reliſh'd not this ſurly diſh, 


So fat her down as mute as fiſh : 


At which the gueſts were ſo confounded, Ii 

That all their mirth was well nigh drowned; 

Their knives and forks they every one 

Before their greaſy plates laid down; 

Each mouth was ready cock d, to beg 

Leave to depart, and make a leg. 

When Juno's ſon, ycleped Vulcan, 

A ſpecial fellow at a full can, 

Who was of handycrafts the top, 

And kept a noted blackſmith's ſhop, | 

Where he made nets, ſteel caps, and thunde, 

And finiſh'd pot-lids to a wonder ; 

He, finding things were going wrong, 

And that they'd fall by th' ears e er long, 

Starts up, and in a merry ſtrain 

Hammer'd a ſpeech from his own brain, 
Quoth he, What pity 'tis that we, 

Who ſhould know nought but jollity, 

Should ſcold and ſquabble, brawl and wrang!:, 

And about mortal ſcoundrels jangle, 

In peace put we the can about, 

Let Engliſhmen in drink fall out, 

And, at the meetings of the trade, 

Fight when the reck'ning ſhould be paid, 

Mother, you know not what you're doing. 

To CALLOT thus will be your ruin; 


, 


ned ; _ 


der, 
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He'll ſome time, in a deviliſh fury 
N Do you ſome miſchief, I'll aſſure you : 
4 Wet, I'll lay fix-pence to a farthing, 


ell kiſs you, if you aſk his pardon, 
This ſaid, a ſwinging bowl he takes, 


; nd drank it off for both their ſakes ; 
Then with a caper fill'd another, 


Which he preſented to his mother: 


Not courtier like, I hand this bowl, 
But take it from an honeſt ſoul, 


[That means and thinks whate'er he ſays ; 
] won't be ſo in future days, 


Here, drink Jove's health, and own his ſway, 


You know all women muſt obey. 


When once my father's in a paſſion, 


He's deviliſh croſs, hear my relation: 
In your good cauſe I felt his twiſt, 
My leg he ſeiz'd in his ſtrong wriſt ; 


In vain it was with him to grapple, 


He graſp'd me as you would an apple; 
And from his mutton-fiſt, when hurl'd, 
For three long days and nights I twitl'd 3 
At laſt upon the earth fell ſquaſh, 

My legs were broken all to maſh 

Tis true, they're ſet, as you may ſee, 
But moſt folks think d—d aukwardly, 
He then the bowl, with clowniſh grace, 
Fill'd round, and wip'd his ſooty face, 
Then limp'd away into his place. 
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This cur'd them all from being dull, 


And made em laugh their bellies full: ad b 
Once more their teeth to work they ſet, And ſ 
And laid about 'em till they ſweat, low 1 
Drinking, like well fed aldermen, 's h 
A bumper every now and then, There 


Which they took care their guts to put in Nis ſe 
Whilſt *tother ſlice of beef was cutting 
For they, like cits, allow'd no crime 

So great as that of loſing time, 

At home, abroad, or any meeting 

Where the debate muſt end in eating. 
Now they were in for't, all day long 
They booz'd about, and had a ſong :; 

The fidlers ſcrap'd both flat and ſharp ; 
Apollo thrum'd the old Welch harp : 
Nine ballad ſingers from the ſtreet 

Were fetch'd, with voices all ſo ſweet, ._ 
Compar'd with them, Manſoli's ſqueeking 
Would ſeem like ruſty hinges creaking. 

* At ſun-ſet, with a heavy head, 

Each drunkard reel'd him home to bed, 
Vulcan, who was the royal coiner, 
Beſides both carpenter and joiner, 


— 


* Homer makes the gods go home at ſun- ſet; 
wiſh he could make all country juſtices and parſons 
do the ſame, 
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ad built for ev'ry god a houſe, 

\nd ſcorn'd to take a ſingle ſowſe ; 

(ow night came on, the thund'rer led 

s helpmate to her wicker bed; 

There they agreed, and where's the wonder? 
is ſceptre rais'd, ſhe ſoon knock'd under. 
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J OE, or by fame he much bely'd is, * 0 
Sends off a dream to hum Atrides : rde 
His conſcience telling him it meet is, 4p 
To make his promiſe good to Thetis ; dy 
Gave it commiſſun, as it went, het 
To tell the cull by whom tas ſent ; _ 
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And bid it fill his bead top full, 
Of taking Trey, and cock and bull. 
The viſion goes as it was bid, 

And fairly turns the poor man's head, 
Who eagerly began to flare 
At caſtles building in the air, 
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nd fancy d, as the work went on, 

le heard Troy's walls come tumbling down ; 
But Cer he flarts he has an eye 

Ve mettle of his rogues to try, 

I: tells the chiefs when he propoſes 

Pat homeward all ſhall point their noſes, 
They muſt take care when he had ſped, 
come, and knock it all o'th' head. 

[he plot ſucceeds ; they're glad to go; 

But fly Ulyſſes, anſwer'd no. 

Then drove his broomſtick with a thwack 
ou Therſfites' buckle back : 

beck'd ather ſcoundrels with a frown, 

Ind knock'd the ſawcieſt raſcals down ; 
Proving, that at improper times, 

Lo ſpeak the truth's the worſt of crimes. 
Th' aſſembly met; old Neſtor preaches, 
nd all the chiefs, like ſchoolboys, teaches ; 


rendevouz, nor longer mix, 

But with their own bluff captains ſlay, 
hether they fight or run away : 

nd whilſt thus gather d in a cluſter, 
They nick the time, and make a muſler. 


Vrders each diff rent ſhire to fs  _ . 
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HE watch paſt twelve o'clock were roariny 
And citizens in bed were ſnoring, 
And all the gods of each degree 
Were ſnoring hard for company, 
Whilſt Jove, whoſe mind could get no eaſe, 
Perplext with cares as well as fleas, 
(For cares he in his boſom carried, 
As ev 'ry creature muſt that's married) 
Was plotting, ſince he had begun, 
How he might honour Thetis' ſon. 
And ſcratch'd, and ſcratch'd, but yet he coul 
Not find a method for his blood ; 
To keep his word, at laſt he caught, 
By ſcratching hard, a lucky thought; 
(And faith, I think, *twas no bad ſcheme} 
To ſend the Grecian chief a dream 
Made of a cloud, on which he put 
A coat and waiſtcoat, ready cut 
Out of the ſelf-ſame kind of tuff, 
But yet it ſuited well enough 
To give it ſhape: Now, Mr. Dream, 
Take care you keep the ſhape you ſeem, 
Says Jove; then do directly go 
To Agamemnon's tent below : 
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Tell him to arm his ragged knaves 

With cudgels, ſpits, and quarter-ſtaves, 

Then inſtantly their time employ 

To rattle down the walls of Troy; 

Tell him in this, Miſs Deſtiny 

And all the heav'nly crew agree: 

For Juno has made ſuch a riot 

The gods do aught to keep her quiet. 
Away goes Dream upon the wing, 

And ſtands before the ſnoring king: 

Grave Neſtor's coat and figure took, 

As old as he, as wiſe his look, 

Rubs the cull's noddle with his wings, 


| And, full of guile, thus ſmall ſhe ſings : 


Monarch, how eanſt thou ſleeping lie, 
When thou haſt other fiſh to fry ? 
O Atreus' ſon, thou mighty warrior, 
Whoſe father was a ſkilful farrier, 
Haſt thou no thought about decorum, 
Who art the very head o'th* quorum ? 
I ſhame myſelf to think I'm catching 
Thee faſt aſleep inftead of watching, 
Is not all Greece pinn'd on thy lap? 
Riſe, and for once poſtpone thy nap, 
Leaſt by ſome rogue it ſhould be ſaid 
The chief of chiefs went drunk to bed. 
For Jove, by whom you are reſp*&ed, 
Says your affairs ſhan't be neglected: 

D 
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So ſends you word he now is poring 8 
On your concerns, whilſt you are ſnoring : þ 
He bids thee arm thy ragged knaves 
With cudgels, ſpits, and quarter-ſtaves, A 
Then inſtantly thy time employ N 
To rattle down the walls of Troy; A 
To this he adds Miſs Deſtiny | 
And all the heav'nly crew agree : T 
For Juno has made ſuch a riot, 1 
The gods do aught to keep her quiet. T 

Then nothing more this nothing ſays, Pt 
But turn'd about, and went his ways. 0 
Up ſtarts the king, and with his nail W 
Scratch'd both his head, and back, and tail; Nr. 
And all the while his fancy's tickl'd, * 
To think how Troy would ſoon be pickl'd. It 
A ſilly gooſe, he little knew 


What ſurly Jove reſolv'd to do; 

What ſhoals of ſturdy knaves muſt tumble 
Before they could the 'Frojans humble. 
Down on an ancient chopping-block, 
This mighty warrior clap'd his dock ; 
(The block, worn out with chopping meat, 
Now made the chief a rare ſtrong ſeat.) 
Then don'd his ſhirt with Holland cuff, 
For, Frenchman like, he lay in buff; 
Next o'er his greaſy doublet threw 

A thread-bare coat that once was blue, 
But dirt and time had chang'd its hue ; 
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Slip'd on his ſhoes but lately cobbl'd, 
And to the board of council hobbl'd ; 
But took his ſword with brazen hilt, 
And wooden ſceptre finely gilt. 
Now Madam Morn pop'd up her ſace, 
And told 'em day came on a pace 
| When Agamemnon's beadles rouſe 
The Greeks, to hear this joyful news. 
| He long'd, like breeding wife, it ſeems, 
To tell his tickling, pleaſing dreams. 
Pth” int'rim, trotting to the fleet, 
Old Neftor there he chanc'd to meet, 
Whoſe tent he borrows for that morn, 
To make a council-chamber on ; 
And, reaſon good he had, I ween, 
t kept his own apartment clean. 

Now, all hands met, he takes his time, 
And told his caſe 1n proſe or rhime : 


Friends, neighbours, and confederates bold, 


Attend, whilſt I my tale unfold: 
As in my bed I lay laſt night, 
| ſaw an odd look'd kind of ſprite; 
t ſeem'd grave Neſtor to my view, 
Juſt ſuch a queer old put as you : 
'Tis fact, for all your ſurly look, 
And this ſhort ſpeech diſtinctly ſpoke : 
How can'ſt thou, monarch, ſleeping lie, 
When thou haſt other fiſh to fry ? 
D 2 
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O Atreus' ſon, thou mighty warrior, 1 
1 Whoſe father was a ſpecial farrier, C 
| (Which, by the bye, altho' its true, F 
l Yet I'd be glad you'd tell me how A 
| | This buſhy-bearded ſpirit knew) * 
| Haſt thou no thought about decorum, T 
| Who art the very head o'th* quorum ? dc 
| I ſhame myſelf to think I'm catching N 
| | Thee faſt aſleep, inſtead of watching. Pl 
| Is not all Greece pinn'd on thy lap ? B 

| Riſe, and for once poſtpone thy nap ; FF. 

ll Or by ſome rogue it will be ſaid, A: 

* The chief of chiefs went drunk to bed: 

For Jove, by whom you are reſpected, Pl 
Says your affairs ſhan't be neglected ; W 
But now on your affair he's poring, I. 


Whilft you lye f---ting here and ſnoring : Bu 


He bids thee arm thy ragged knaves T. 
| With cudgels, ſpits, and quarter-ſtaves ; dw 
For now the time is come, he ſwears, Bu 
| To pull Troy's walls about their ears : 
Nay more, he adds, the gods agree Sql 

With fate itſelf it thus ſhall be. J 

Tove and his queen have had their quantum day 
ö Of jaw, and ſuch like rantum-ſcantum : - 
| She now puts on her beſt behaviours, ” 
i And they're as kind as incle-weavers. | 4 


Then nothing more the viſion ſaid, 
But kick'd me half way out of bed; 
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This very token did, I vow, 
Convince me that the dream was true; 
For, waking ſoon, I found my head 
And ſhoulders on the floor were laid, 
Whilſt my long legs kept ſnug in bed, : 
Therefore ſince Jove, with good intent, 
So rare a meſlenger has ſent, 
We ſhould directly, I've a notion, 
Put all our jolly boys in motion : 
But firſt, what think you if we ſettle 
A ſcheme to try the ſcarecrows mettle, 
As with nine years, an fea worn to th" 
ſtumps ? 
PII feign my kingſhip in the dumps 
With Jove himſelf, and then propoſe 
That homeward they direct their noſe; 
But take you care, if I ſucceed, 
To ſhew yourſelves in time of need : 
Swear you don't mind the gen'ral's clack, 
But in a hurry drive 'em back. 
He ſpoke, and ſquatting on his breech, 
Square-toes got up and made a ſpeech : 
I think our chief would not beguile us, 
days the old conſtable of Pylos, 
Had any ſoul tho' but our leader, 
For dreams and viſions been a pleader, 
| | ſhould, my boys, to ſay no worſe, 
Have call'd him an old guz'ling nurſe. 
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I ſeldom old wives' tales believe, 


Nurſes invent 'em to deccive. 


But now there can be no diſguiſe, 

For kings ſhould ſcorn to tell folks lies ; 
So let us cen, with one accord, 

Reſolve to take his royal word : 

For tho” the ſpeech is queeriſh ſtuff, 

'Tis the king's ſpeech, and that's enough; 
I therefore ſay, my buffs fo ſtout, 

Of this ſame viſion make no doubt ; 

The tokens are fo very clear, 

There can be little room for fear. 


Did not our monarch, as he ſaid, 


Feel the dream kick him out of bed, 
And, by his waking poſture, knew 
His ſenſe of feeling told him true ; 
Then, ſince affairs ſo far are gone, 
Let's put our fighting faces on 

He ſaid ; nor did they longer ſtay, 

But from the council haſte away. 

The leaders bring their men along ; 
They ſtill were many thouſands ſtrong ; 
As thick as gardens ſwarm with bees, 
Or Taylor's working-boards with fleas : 
And Jove, for fear they ſhould not all 
Attend, and mind their general's call, 
Bid Fame, a chatt'ring noiſy ſtrumpet, 
To found her longeſt brazen trumpet ; 
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This brought ſuch numbers on the lawn, 

The very earth was heard to groan. 

Nine cryers went to ſtill their noiſe, 

That they might hear their leader's voce. 

He haw'd ahd hem'd before he ſpoke, 

Then rais'd his truncheon make of oak : 

'Twas Vulcan's making, which Jove gave 

To Mercury, a thieving knave ; 

Who going down to Kent to ſteal hops, 

Reſign'd his ſtaff to carter Pelops ; 

From Pelops it to Atreus came; 

He to Thyeſtes left the ſame, 

Who kept it dry, leaſt rain ſhould rot it, 

And when he dy'd Atrides got it 

With this he rules the Greeks with caſe, 

Or breaks their noddles if he pleaſe; 

Now leaning on't, he ſilence broke, 

And with ſo grum an accent ſpoke, 

Thoſe people that the circle ſtood in, 

Fancy'd his mouth was full of pudding. 
Thus he began, We've got, my neigh- 

bours, 
Finely rewarded for our labours 


And ſeveral conjurers have try'd, 
But both, I ſhame to ſay't, have ly'd. 
One ſays that we on board our ſcullers 
Should all return with flying colours; 
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On Jove, you know, we have rely'd, 0 
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Another, we ſhould cram eur breeches 
As full as they can hold with riches, 
For preſents to our wives and miſſes, 
Which they'll repay us back with kiſſes. 
Inſtead of this we're hack'd and worn, 
Our money ſpent, and breeches torn ; 
And, to crown all, our empty ſkulls 
Fill'd with ſtrange tales of cocks and bulls. 
Now Jove is got on tother tack, 

And ſays we all muſt trundle back: 

Dry blows we've got, and what is more, 
Our credit's loſt upon this ſhore : 

Nor can I find one foul that's willing 

To truſt us now a ſingle ſhilling. 

No longer ſince than yeſterday, 

Our butcher broke, and ran away : 

The baker ſwears too, by Apollo, 

If times don't mend he ſoon mult follow: 
As for the alehouſe man, *tis clear 

That half-penny a pot on beer 

Will ſend him off before next year ; 

And then we all muſt be content 

To guzzle down pure element. 

A time there was, when who but we ; 
Now we're hum-bugg'd, you p ainly ſee; 
And, what's the worſt of all you'll ſay, 
A handful makes us run away : 

For, if our numbers I can ken, 
Where Troy has one man, we have ten. 
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Nine years, and more, the Grecian hoſt 
Have been upon this curſed coaſt; 
And Troy's as far from being ſack'd 
As when it was at firſt attack'd ; 
The more we kill, the more appear ; 
They grow as faſt as muſhrooms here 
Like Toulon frigates rent and torn, 
Our leaky boats to ſtumps are worn; 
Then let's be packing and away ; 
For what the vengeance ſhould we ſtay. 
Our wives witheut it won't remain ; 
Pray how the pox ſhould they contain? 
For one that faſts, I'll lay there's ten 
Are now employing journeymen: 
If that's the caſe, I know you'll ſay 
"Tis time indeed to hyke away; 
Let us ns more then make this fuſs, 
Troy was not doom'd to fall by us. 

Moſt of the rabble that were not 
Conſulted in this famous plot, 
Were hugely pleas'd, and ſtrait begin 
To cry, God ſave our noble king ! 
He that ſpoke laſt, ſpoke like a man; 
So whipp'd about, and off they ran. 
As they jogg'd on, their long lank hair 
Did like the dyer's raggs appear 
Which you in every ftreet will find 
Waving like ſtreamers in the wind : 

D 5 


— “f 
LP 


58 TE SECOND BOOK or 


To it they went with all their heart, 
To get things ready to depart; 

And made a ſort of humming roar, 
Like billows rumbling to the ſhore. 


Halloo, cry'd ſome, here lend a hand, 


To heave the lighters off the ſtrand ; 
Don't lounging ſtand to bite your nails, 
But buſtle, boys, and bend the fails. 
Now all the veſlels launch'd had becn, 
If ſcolding Juno had not ſeen : 

That noiſy brimſtone ſeldom ſlept, 
But a ſharp eye for ever kept ; 

Not out of love to th' Grecian ſtate, 
But to poor harmleſs Paris' hate, 
Becauſe on Ida's mountain he 

Swore Venus better made than ſhe ; 
And moſt are of opinion ſtill, 

He ſhew'd himſelf a man of ſkill : 
For Juno, ever miſchief hatching, 


Had wrinkled all her bum with ſcratching, 


Whilſt this enchanting Venus was 
As ſmooth all o'er as polifh'd glaſs : 


Since then there was ſo wide a difference, 


Pray who can wonder at the preference ? 
For wrinkles Pm myſelf no pleader, 
Pray what are you, my gentle reader ? 
A ſimple anſwer to the queſtion, 
Will put an end to this digreſſion 
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Why can't you ſpeak now, when you're bid? 
| You like ſmooth ſkins? I thought you did: 
And, ſince you've freely ſpoke your mind, 
We'll back return, and Juno find. 
| Upon a cloud ſhe fat aſtride, 
(As now a-days our angels ride) 

Where calling Pallas, thus ſhe ſpoke, 

Would it not any ſoul provoke, 
To ſee thoſe Grecian hang-dogs run, 
And leave their buſineſs all undone ? 
This will be pretty work, indeed; 
For Greece to fly, and Troy ſucceed. 
Rot me ! but Priam's whoring race, 
(Sad dogs, without one grain of grace) 
Sh'n't vamp it thus, whilſt lovely Hellen 
I; kept for that damn'd rogue to dwell in; 
That whoring whelp, who trims her ſo 
She never thinks of Menelau : 
But I ſhall ſtir my ſtumps, and make 
The Greeks once more their broomſticks 

ſhake : 
Then fly, my crony, in great haſte, 
Leſt opportunity be paſt. 
The cauſe, my girl, is partly thine ; 
He ſcorn'd thy ware as well as mine : 
And, juſt as if he'd never ſeen us, 
Beſtow'd the prize on Madam Venus, 
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A blackſmith's wife, or kettle mender, 
And one whoſe reputation's lender ; 
Tho' her concerns I ſcorn to peep in, 


Vet Mars has had her long in keeping. 


Pallas obeys, and down the ſlope 
Slides, like a ſailor on a rope. 
Upon the barren ſhore ſhe found 
Ulyſſes loſt in thoughts profound : 

His head with care ſo very full, 
He look'd as folemn as an owl; 
Was ſorely grip'd, nor at this pinch, 
Would launch his boats a fingle inch. 

And is it thus, ſhe ſays, my king, 
The Greeks their hogs to market bring ? 
See how they ſkip on board each hoy, 
Ready to break their necks for joy. 

Shall Priam's letcherous ſon, that thrives 
By kiſſing honeſt tradeſmen's wives, 

Be left that heaven of bliſs to dwell in, 
The matchleſs arms of beauteous Hellen ? 
O, no; the very thoughts, by Gad, 
Makes wiſdom's goddeſs almoſt mad ! 
Tho', by thy help, I think *tis hard, 
But yet I ſinge the raſcal's beard ; 

Then fly, Ulyſles, ſtop 'em all 

The captains muſt their troops recall. 
Thou haſt the gift o'th* gob, I know; 
Be quick and uſe it, prithee do: 
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From Pallas thou ſhalt have aſſiſtance, Ii 
Should any ſcoundrel make reſiſtance, Il 
Ulyſſes ken'd his voice ſo ſhrill, 
And mov'd to execute her will ; 
Then pull'd his breeches up in haſte, 
Which being far too wide i'th' waſte, * 
Had left his buttocks almoſt bare, | 
He gueſt what made the goddeſs ſtare : 
Next try'd his coat of buff to doff, b 
But could not quickly get it off, 4 
So faſt upon his arms it ſtuck, * 
Till Pallas kindly lent a pluck; 
Off then it came, when, like a man 
He took him to his heels and ran: 
The firſt that in his race he met 
Was Agamemnon in a pet, 
Striving for breakfaſt, with his truncheon 
To bruiſe a mouldy brewn-bread luncheon; 
Ulyſſes tells him, with a laugh, 
I've better buſineſs for that ſtaff, 
And muſt requeſt you'll lend it me 
To keep up my authority : 
Which having got, he look'd as big 
As J— n — s coronation wig 
Then flew, like wild fire, thro' the ranks, 
'Twas wond'rous how he ply'd his ſhanks, 
Each captain by his name he calls; 
m here each noble captain bawls. 
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Then thus, O knights of courage ſtout, 
Pray, what the devil makes this rout ? 
You that exalted are for ſamples, 

Should ſet your ſoldiers good examples ; 
Inſtead of that, I pray, why ſtrove ye 

To run as if the dl drove ye; 

You knew, full well, or J belye ye, 

Our general only ſpoke to try ye: 

All that he meant by't was to know, 
Whether we'd rather ſtay or go? 

And is more vext to find us willing 

To run, than if he'd loſt a ſhilling ; 
Becauſe at council- board this day, wo 
Quite different things you heard him ſay. 
But if he met a common man, 

That dar'd to contradict his plan, 

Or, if the ſcoundrel durſt but grumble ; 
Nay, if he did but ſeem to mumble ; 

He, with his truncheon of command, 
Firſt knock'd him down, then bid him ſtand: 
By this good management they ſtopp'd ; 
But not *till eight or ten were dropp'd. 
From launching boats, with one accord, 
They trudg'd away to th' council-board, 
The hubbub then began to ceaſe : 

The noiſe was huſh'd, and all was peace. 
Only one noiſy ill-tongu'd whelp, 
Therſites call'd, was heard to yelp : 
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The rogue had neither ſhame nor manners; 
His hide was only fit for tanners : 

With downright malice to defame 

Good honeſt cocks was all his aim : 

All ſorts of folks, hard names he'd call, 

But aldermen the worſt of all. 

Groteſque his figure was and vile, 


Much in the Hudibraſtick ſtile : 
One ſhoulder 'gainſt his head did reſt, 
The other dropt below his breaſt ; 
His lank lean limbs in growth were tinted, 
And nine times worſe than Wilkes he ſquinted ; 
His pate was neither round nor flat, 
But ſhap'd like Mother Shipton's hat. 
You'd think, when this baboon was ſpeaking, 
You heard ſome damn'd blind fiddler ſqueaking, 
Now this ſad dog by dirty joking, 
Was every day the chief provoking : 
The Greeks deſpis'd the rogue, and yet 
To hear his vile haragues they'd fit 
dilent as though he'd been a Pitt. 
His ſcreech-owl's voice he rais'd with might, 
And vended thus his froth and ſpite : 
« 'Therſites from the matter wide is, 
Or ſomething vexes great Atrides ; 
But what the murrain it can be, 
| The Lord above can only ſee ! 
No man alive can be cenſorious, 
His reign has been ſo very glorious : 
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| Then what has lodg'd the heavy bullet 
"l Of diſcontent within his gullet ; 

That makes him look as foul as thunder, 

To me's a ſecret and a wonder: 

He had the beſt, the Grecians know, 

Of gold, and handſome wenches too. 

Beſt did I ſay ? barr Helen's bum, 

He had the beſt in chriſtendom, 

And yet's not pleas'd, but tell us what 

Thy mighty kingſhip would be at? 

Say but, ſhall Greece and I go ſpeed F 

To Troy, and bring thee in thy need 


The race of royal ſons of whores, n 
By ranſom, to increaſe thy ſtores ? . 
When we return, prepare to ſeize = 
Whate'er thy royal eye ſhall pleaſe, 5 

This thou may'ſt do ſans dread and fear, * 
»Tis mighty ſafe to plunder here. bY 
When the fit moves thee for that ſame, 1 
Take any captain's favourite dame; "Mt 
Our maſter wills, and 'tis but fit, If 
Such ſcrubs as we ſhould all ſubmit, Th 
Ye women Greeks, a ſneaking race, Th 
Take my advice to quit this place; hs 
And leave this mighty man of pleaſure Wi 
To kiſs his doxies at his leiſure. W 


When Hector comes, we'll then be miſt ; Th 
When Hector comes, he'll be bepiſt. 
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he man that makes us ſlaves ſubmit, 

Vhen Hector comes, will be beſ---t ; 

He'll rue the dire unlucky day, 

He forc'd Achilles' girl away: 

That buxom wench we all agreed, 

To give the bully for his need. 

Achilles though in diſcontent, 

Don't think it proper to reſent: 

But if the bully's patience ceaſes, 

He'll kick thee into half- crown pieces,” 
Sudden Ulyſſes with a bound 

Rais'd his backſide from off the ground, 

Ready to burſt his very gall 

To hear this ſcurvy rogue ſo maul 

The conſtable of Greece, an elf, 

Famous for hard-mouth'd words hiniſelf; 

His eyes look'd fierce, like ferrets red ; 

Hunch back he ſcans; and thus he ſaid: 
Moon-calf give o'er this noiſy babbling, 

And don't ſtand prating thus, and ſquabbling. 

if thy foul tongue again diſpute 

The royal ſway, I'll cut it out: 

Thou art, and haſt been from thy birth, 

As great a rogue as lives on earth. 

What plea can'ſt thou have names to call, 

Who art the vileſt dog of all ? 

Think'ſ thou a ſingle Greek will ſtir 

An inch for ſuch a ſnarling cur ? 
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How dar'ſt thou uſe Atrides* name, 

And of a conſtable make game ? 

For ſafe return great Jove we truſt ; 
Tis our's to fight, and fight we muſt, 
If to our noble chief a few 

Make preſents, pray, what's that to you ? 
What mighty gifts have you beſtow'd, 
Except your venom ? ſcurvy toad! 


If the bold bucks their plunder gave, ? 


Thou canſt not think among the brave 
We reckon ſuch a louſy knave. 
May I be doom'd to keep a tin- ſhop, 
Or ſmite my ſoul into a gin-ſhop, ' 
There to be drawn by pint or gill 
For drunken whores to take their fill ; 
\ Or may I find my dear fon Telley, 
9 With back and bones all beat to jelly; 
Or in his ſtead behold another, 
Got by ſome raſcal on his mother; 
ll If I don't puniſh the next fault, 
4 By ſtripping off thy ſcarlet coat, 
ll | That ſhabby ragged thread-bare lac'd coat, 
. Then with a horſewhip duſt thy waiſtcoat 
1 Pl lay on fo that all the navy 
ll Shall hear thy curſhip roar peccavi. 
if This ſaid, his broomſhaft with a thwack 
| He drove againſt his huckleback. 
"th It fell with ſuch a dev'liſh thump, 
1 It almoſt rais'd another hump. 
| 
| 
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he poor faint-hearted culprit cries, 

nd tears ran down his blood-ſhot eyes : 
Vith clout he wip'd his ugly face, 

nd ſneak'd in filence to his place. 

"hen might you hear the mob declare 

heir thoughts on courage, and on fear, 

p to the ſtars they cry'd Ulyſſes, 

A braver fellow never piſſes, 

Of infolence he ſtops the tide, 

Nor gives it time to ſpread too wide. 

We want but half a ſcore ſuch ſamples, 

To make all prating knaves examples : 
Twould teach the mob much better things, 
Than dare to chatter about kings. 

Whilſt thus they ſing Ulyſſes praiſes, 

The conſtable his body raiſes. 

The gen'ral's truncheon of command 

He flouriſh'd in his dexter hand, 

Pallas in herald's court coat ſtood by, 

and with great noiſe did filence cry, 

That all the rabble far and near 

This crafty Grecian's ſpeech might hear, 
With ſtaring looks and open jaws 

They catch each ſyllab as it flows. 

Firſt, with his hand he ſcratch'd his head, 
To try if wit's alive or dead: 

But, when he found his wit was ſtrong, 
And ready to affiſt his tongue, 
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To clear his throat he hem'd aloud, 


And thus humbugg'd the liſt'ning croud : 


„ Unlucky chief, to be ſo us'd, 
Deſerted firſt, and then abus'd ! 
At Argos, when we came to muſter, 
And were all gather'd in a cluſter, 
The general voice was heard to ſay, 
The de'il fetch him that runs away! 
Then took a bible oath that night, 
They never would return from fight 
Till the old Trojan town ſhould tumble; 
And yet you ſee for home they grumble, 
I own myſelf *tis very hard 
To be from home ſo long debarr'd ; 
If but a ſingle fortnight we 
Are kept confin'd upon the ſea 
From our good wives and bantlings dear, 
How do we rave, and curſe, and ſwear ; 
Then, after nine years abſence, ſure 
Theſe folks may look a little ſour. 
They're not to blame for being ſad ; 
But thus bamboozl'd, makes one mad: 
Tho' wizard Calchas plainly ſaid, 
If we the ſpace of nine years ſtaid, 
The tenth we ſurely ſhould deſtroy 
This paltry mud-wall'd borough Troy. 
Have patience then, and let's endure 
To box it out a few weeks more.” 
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Remember how a mighty dragon, 
A plane- tree mounted from a waggon; 
He found a birU's neſt at the top, 
And quickly eat eight young ones up ; 
To make the ninth there wants another ; 
On which the ſerpent ſnapp'd the mother. 
Tho' after he had made this rout, 
He ne'er had time to ſhit *em out; 
For twenty minutes were not gone 
Before he chang'd to ſolid ſtone, 
Where, on the ſummit of a hill, 
At Aulis, you may ſee him ſtill. 
When Calchas ſaw this wond'rous thing, 
Like Endor's witch, he drew a ring; 
And ſtanding by himſelf i'th' middle, 
Began this wonder to unriddle : 

My friends, if you'll but lend an ear, 
LI quickly eaſe you of your fear: 
Give you but credit to my ſpeeches, 
And then you'll all keep cleaner breeches, 
This prodigy from Jove was ſent ye, 


As many birds, ſo many years 

dhould we be kept in hopes and fears ; 
But ware the tenth, for then ſhall Ilion 
Tumble, tho' guarded by a million: 
All this may happen if you ftay, 

But cannot, if you run away : 


To ſhew that ſomething good he meant ye : 
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For be the captains e'er ſo cunning, 
No towns were ever ta'en by running. 
Can you remember Hellen's rape, 
And let thoſe Trojan whelps eſcape ? 
Let that eternal raſcal go 
That made poor Hellen cry O! O? 
Up ſtarted then old chitter chatter, 
And lent his hand to clench the matter. 
You are fine fellows, ſmite my eyes, 
If bluſt'ring words could get a prize: 
At firſt, you all could ſay great things, 


And ſwear you'd pull down popes and kings: 


In a great ſplutter take, like Teague, 
The ſolemn covenant and league. 

For Ilion's walls reſolve to ſteer, 

And ſtore of bread and cheeſe prepare, 
Now all, I find, was but a joke ; 
Your bouncings vaniſh'd into ſmoke, _ 
But precious time by talk is ſpent ; 

To pull down Troy is our intent; 

And we will do't without delay, 

If you, Atrides, lead the way. 

W hoever here are not content, 

Pray let em all be homeward ſent : 
Their help we value not three farthings : 
Cowards make excellent churchwardens : 
Then let them to their pariſh go, 

And ſerve their town in noiſe and ſhew. 


HOMER's:ILIAD. 71 
No weapon ſhould they touch but needles, 
Or ſtaves for conſtables and beadles: 


duch poſts as theſe will ſuit men right, 
That eat much keener than they fight ; 
Therefore, whoever dare not ſtay, 

I'd have directly ſneak away. 

Vhen we the Trojan hides ſhall curry 
Vithout their help, they'll be ſo ſorry 
hat they will hang themſelves, I hope, 
and, by my ſoul, I'll find 'em rope: 

ſhen how the rogues will wiſh they'd fought ; 
But wiſhes will avail *em nought, 

Did not great Jove, when we ſet out, 
Make a moſt damn'd confounded rout ? 
Did he not roll the ball, and roll 

Till he half crack'd his muſtard “ bowl; 
und kept the noiſe upon our right, 

lo hearten us to go and fight, 

Till ev'ry wench that Troy did dwell in, 
nould cry O! O! as much as Hellen? 
deu me the man that dare but think 

Jo make the pooreſt Grecian ſhrink ; 
any raſcal draws one ſcrub in, 

give the dog a handſome drubbing. 
und thou, my bully, be not nice, 

but take for once a fool's advice; 


They made thunder formerly in the play-houſ 
rolling a ball in an empty muſtard bowl, 
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Let's not like city rabble fight, 

Who roar all day, and drink all night, 

Millions of ſuch can ne'er oppoſe 

A little band of men well choſe ; 

For diſcipline, when manag'd right, 

Will make a trainband captain fight. 

Let me adviſe that ev'ry ſhire 

To their own rendevouſe retire ; 

Nor let them mix, but each be ſent 

To his own ragged regiment. 

Let their chief conſtable command, 

If you can find a chief will ſtand : 

The leaders then will quickly ken 

Who fight like women, who like men ; 

Who fight, as if inſpir'd by Mars, 

Or who, like Dutchmen, hang an a——: 

Can puniſh every ſneaking knave, 

And with good punch reward the brave; 

Then ſhall we underſtand, no doubt, 

Why Troy fo long has held it out ; 

And if they've done us all theſe evils, 

By help of men, or gods, or devils. 
Atrides gave him this for anſwer ; 

I now can plainly fee, old grandſire, 

That noiſy chatt'ring nob of thine 

Has got more brains by half than mine: 

If Jove, to help us in our ſtreights, 

Would lend us half a ſcore ſuch pates, 
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| Split me, we ſhould have brains enough 
To ſtrip theſe Trojans into buf, | 
And all the men and women leave, 


As nak'd as Adam firſt knew Eve ; 
But Jove, or by deſign, or chance, 
Has led us all a pretty dance: 
'Tis he that makes us thus diſpute 
And ſquabble, till we all fall out. 
As for Achilles, I abus'd him, 1 
Kidnap'd his girl, and vilely us'd him; 1 
And, like two Engliſh tarrs, we ſwore 
And ſcolded for a little whore; 
But hope (unleſs I am beguil'd) 
'E're long we ſhall be reconcil'd: 
And then, my boys, you'll ſee how ſoon 
This whore's neſt, Troy, will tumble down, 
But now *tis time for every ſinner 
To look out ſharp to find a dinner ; 
And then we'll fight, while fighting's good, 
And drench our ſoleleſs ſhoes in blood. 
Fit then your potlids on your wriſts, 
And graſp your broomſticks in your fiſts ; 
Your mettl'd horſes bring all out, 
Both cut and longtail, for this tough bout. 
Like hungry wolves and bears we'll fight, 
And kick and cuff from morn to night : 
Who dares his coward head to flinch 
The thouſandth part of half an inch, 
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Or ſhould a moment's time let lip, 

By ſkulking in his crazy ſhip, 

His ſcurvy hide, for ſhunning blows, 
Shall be devour'd by carrion crows : 
Soon as he ſpoke, both front and rear 
Began to look confounded queer. 

But late they thought to kiſs their wives, 
And lead at home good quiet lives; 
Inſtead of that, they find they muſt 
Have *tother bout at cut and thruſt : 

So forc'd againſt their wills to ftay, 
The grumbling whoreſbirds ſneak'd away, 
Now fires by ſcores were quickly made, 
And cows by dozens knock'd o'th* head. 
The victuals for their ſelves they took, 
But wiſely fed their gods with ſmoke: 
For men it would be choaking ſtuff, 

But for the gods did well encugh. 

And whilſt the garbage broils, they pray 
T”eſcape a broken pate that day: 

But to fill all their belhes full, 

The prieſt had dreſt a fine young bull; 
And then invited ev'ry chief, 

To come and eat this rare bull beef ; 
Aſk'd Neſtor firſt, becauſe his beard 
Was longeſt by a full half yard; 
Idomen did the next ſucceed, 

And then that varlet Diomed ; 
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Ajax the leſs, and Ajax great, 
With fly Ulyſles took their ſeat; 


Leaſt they ſhould think the cuckold ſlighted, 


He came to dinner uninvited. 

Now each man draws his pudding-knife, 
And eat as tho' he eat for life. 

But firſt, Atrides ſaid a grace, 

Holding his hat before his face: 

Then added, in a canting tone, 

A pray'r he'd better left alone. 

« O, mighty Jupiter! that ſhrouds 
Thy dwelling-houſe with coal-black clouds 
Of thy own weaving, great protector, 
Grant I may ſwinge this fad dog, Hector, 
Without the help, if ſo thy will is, 

Of that ſame bullying ſcrub Achilles.” 

But Jove, I verily believe, 

| Juſt then was laughing in his ſleeve 

Nor would he let the foelith elf 

Kill one much bigger, than himſelf : 

But tho' he kick'd the canting pray'r 

A thouſand fathom in the air, 

Yet did he not refuſe the treat, 

But ſnuff'd the ſmoke, and lick'd the meat. 
And now, to ſhew they ſcorn all thieving, 


They ſerve Jove firſt, then take his leaving; 


Upon his altar burnt a piece, 
And up his noſe ſent ſmoke and greaſe: 
2 2 
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The god they were reſolv'd to pleaſe, 
Or ſmoke him *till they made him ſneeze : 
For he would think them very hollow 
To keep him ſharper than Apollo; 
Therefore burn more, and more, they cry'd, 
Until he own's he's ſatisfy'd. 
When all had ſtuff*d their bellies full, 
And eat the very hoofs o'th' bull, 
Old chatt'ring Neſtor gan to talk, 
And thus to Agamemnon ſpoke : 
Bid the blind fidlers ſcrape away, 
And all the troops ſhall march to-day ; 
And, that no uſeful man be miſt, 
Let muſter-maſter bring his liſt 
And call 'em o'er; if then we're right, 
Do you lead on, by Jove we'll fight. 
At the chief conſtable's commands 
They muſter'd all their truſty bands 
Each knew his right and left hand man, 
And eke his officer could ſcan. 
As Neſtor ſaid, each hang-dog went 
To his own ragged regiment, 
Minerva too was got among em, 
Tho' the of right did not belong em; 
Her brawney arm a potlid ſhak'd 
As bright as blacking-balls could mak't, 
On which there hung an ugly head, 
So grim, *twould ftrike the train-bands dead: 
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With this, and other little helps, 


She cheers the poor faint-hearted whelps. 
For wives they now no longer ſob, 

But ſwear to die, or do the job. 

As when a bonfire, with a noiſe, 

Is kindled by the pariſh boys, 

t catches firſt the ſtraw, then ruſhes 


And ſeizes on the dry furze buſhes, 


Which cauſes ſuch a dev'liſh glaring, 

That half the fools i'th' town ſtand ſtaring : 
Juſt ſo you ſpy'd reflected ſtreaks 

From greaſy doublets of the Greeks ; 

For noiſe you'd ſwear theſe ſons of Greece, 


| Were nought but flocks of Solan geeſe, 


Who gabble rarely in their flight, 

But ten times louder when they light: 
Thus in a noiſy crowd they wander, 
Before they reach the fam'd Scamander ; 
And as they haſten to the ſhore, 

They make the very welkin roar. 

Thick as the crowds that walk the Strand 
Upon the river's bank they ſtand ; 

Or thick as leaves that yearly fall, 

By pecks and buſhels, in the Mall; 

Or ſwarms of flies, that find a crop 

Of ſugar in a grocer's ſhop ; 

80 throng'd the varlets ſtand, and vow 


They'll beat the Trojans black and blue. 
3 
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About each truſty ſerjeant goes, 

And ſets them all in proper rows, 

As eaſily as Rachael Sparrow 

Places the apples in her barrow, 

Where (tho' at firſt no form they keep) 
She quickly makes a curious heap. 
Above the reſt the king appears, 

And tops 'em all by th' head and ears: 
He look'd, amidſt this ſet of warriors, 
Like a great hound amongſt the tarriers. 
For breadth of cheſt, as well as back, 
He beat the mighty bruiſer, Slack: 
But in his ſtrut and martial air 

He ſeem'd a firſt-rate grenadier. 

This day Jove order'd he ſhould paſs 
To view, much bigger than he was : 
And as he knew the head o'th, cull 
With brains was not a quarter full, 

He clapp'd a candle in his ſkull, 
Which ſhining briſkly through his eyes, 
Fill'd all the Grecians with ſurprize ; 
For Jove, you need not fear, took eare 
At proper times, to make folks ſtare, 
As for theſe various ragged packs 


Of rogues, from different weapontakes, 


Their chriſtian names Pve many times 
Labour'd to jumble into rhimes 
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But could not do it for my ſoul, 

So leave them to the muſter-roll, 

If any critic chuſe to pop 

His head into my printer's ſhop, 

He'll find a copy there, not ſpurious, 
Left for th' inſpection of the curious. 


END oy BOOK II, | 
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N. OW all the troops in order plac d, 
Againſt their minds, each other fac d; 
When nimble Paris, by a fit 

Of courage, or of frenzy, bit, 

Fierce ſallies forth upon the plain; 

The cuckold drives him back again : 
1 Yet heart'n'd afterwards by Hector, 

1 | Who read him a confounded lecture, 
if This dancing, cuckold making knight 

| | Challeng'd the cuckold out to fight; 

iſ Which Menelaus anſwer'd ſoon, 

. And in the ſcuffle knock*d him down ; 
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Faſt by the crown the Spartan held him, 
And fwore moſt bloodily he'd geld him: 

But Venus, queen of love and beauty, 

Who thinks all whoring tricks a duty, 

In a great hurry came and caught him 

Faſt by the luggs, and fairly brought him 
To his own room ; then from the cloſet 

She fetch'd a ſmoaking-hot ſack poſſet : 
Soon as ſhe found it warm'd his belly, 

She flepp'd to th' door, and call d up Nelly; 
Who ſcolded hard at firſt, but ſoon 

PulPd off her cloaths, and laid her down 
Upon the bed beſides her fwarn, 

Who trim'd her buff with might and main e 
How oft, at exerciſe ſo vi lent, | 
They cry d encore, our author's ſilent. 


1 
0 
; 
| 
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HUS muſter'd by their leader's care, 
Both ſides for fiſty-cuffs prepare : 

The Trojans toſs their caps and ſhout, 
And noiſe proclaims *em bloody ſtout ; 
Like cranes that fly in winter time 
(As poets tell us) to a clime 
Where Pigmies dwell, with whom they fight 
To th' ears in blood from morn to night: 
But the bold Grecians on their toes 
Steal ſoftly to ſurprize their foes, 
Taking huge fteps along the green 
To get a blow before they're ſeen, 
Knowing a ſorry rogue may crack 
A brave man's crown behind his back, 
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With nimble feet, in ſweat well ſoak'd, | 
They trudge it, tho with duſt half choak d; [ 
Thus, when a miſt on mountain head - 
As thick as muſtard round is ſpread, 0 
The puzzl'd ſhepherd cannot keep 


The goats from mingling with the ſheep : 1 
So of the Greeks, not one, I trow, | 


Aſk him, but haſtily could know 
Whether his noſe was on or no, 
Now front to front they ready ſtand 
To fight, and only wait command; 
When nimble Paris to the van, 
Dreſs'd alamode de Francois, ran : 
With coney-ſkins he edg'd his coat, | | 
To ſhew he was a man of note : | 3 


A croſs- bow o'er his back was flung ; 

And on his thigh his poniard hung. 

A ſtaff he pois'd would fell an ox, 

And dar'd the boldeſt Greek to box : 

As thus he ſtruts, and makes a ſplutter, 

Like crow i'th* middle of a gutter, 

Him Menelaus ſoon eſpies, 

And joyful to himſelf he cries: \ 

Blaſt my old ſhoes, but very ſoon 

Il have a knock at your rogue's crown; 

Then darted, in a bloody rage, 

From his old dung-cart to engage: | 
E 6 by 0 
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And as he hy'd along to meet him, 
He look'd as if he meant to eat him : ; 
So joys the bayliff, when he ſpies 
An half-pay officer his prize: 
Headlong he drives a-croſs the way, 
Regardleſs both of cart and dray, 
Nor ſtops *till he has ſeized his prey. 
Soon as the youth the cuckold ſaw, 
As guilt will ever feel an awe, 
In ſpite of all that he could ſay, 
He found his legs would run away : 
Then, ſince the matter turn'd out ſo, 
*T was beſt, he thought, to let em go; 
So turn'd about, and in a crack 
They brought their maſter ſafely back ; 
And, as he puff 'd along, we find him 
Not daring once to look behind him. 
As when a bumpkin ſees a ſnake 
Come ſlyly ſtealing from the brake, 
He ſtarts, and looks confounded cunning, 
But quickly ſaves himſelf by running; 
So this young beau the cuckold ſhuns, 
And 'mongſt his truſty Trojans runs. 
This the bold Hector could not bear; 
He thought he ran away for fear, 
Without conſid'ring now and then 
The very beſt and boldeſt men 
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Cannot their members ſo command 
To make em at all ſeaſons ſtand : 
Be that as't may; with accent grave 
He thus began to ſcold the knave : 
Paris, ſays he, you're but a cheat, 
And only dare the wenches meet; 
But tho' a man you dare not face, 
Yet, when the fight becomes a chace, 0 
You'd beat a thouſand in the race. 
Iwiſh, e're Nelly thou had'ſ felt, 
Thou'ſt broke thy neck, or hadſt been gelt: 
Better by half than thus to bully, 
Then run away from ſuch a cully. 
The Greeks all ſwear thou art beſ---t, 
\nd their fat fides with laughing ſplit. 
hou look a ſoldier | thou be d——d ! 
he Grecians cannot be ſo flamd. 
Vhen thy fine long boats went to Greece 
o ſteal away this precious piece; 
day, did'ſt thou, in thy firſt attack 
Dn Hellen's freehold, thus give back? 
oy to thy foes ; ſhame to thy race, 
hy father's grief, and Troy's diſgrace, 
kecover thy loſt credit ſoon, 
ind ſtoutly ſtand by what you've done; 


Ur elſe all Troy, as well as me, 


hy buxom wench will plainly ſee 
belongs a better man than thee. 
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Take heed, Troy may awake at laſt 
And-make thee pay for all that's paſt. | 
Here Paris bluſh'd — a fign of grace; 
Nor durſt he look in Hector's face: 


Then anſwers, By my ſoul you're right: 
But who, like you, can preach and fight? 


I know you're made of beſt of ſteel, 
And box as if you could not feel, 

You have your gifts, and I have mine; 
Where each may in his province ſhine. 


Smite you the men; I ſmite the wenches, 


And ſeldom fail to ſtorm their trenches, 
Don't you deſpiſe the lover's charms, 
They're Venus' gift, her powerful arms. 
A good ſtrong back, and proper meaſure 
Of love, to give the fair ones pleaſure, 
Are bleflings, which the gods beſtow 
Only to favourites below : _ 

Yet, if it pleaſe thee, I will ſtand 

This cuckold's combat hand to hand: 
His mutton-fiſt bold Paris ſcorns, 

He only fears his branching horns ; 
Should he receive from theſe a wound, 
Our quack can never make him ſound. 
But go, explain the matter fully, 

And I will box this Spartan bully. 

My pretty Nelly ſhall be ſet 

For him that doth the conqueſt get ; 


er ſwelling breaſts, and matchleſs eyes, 
$ha'l be the lucky conq'rers prize: 

hen Troy and Greece in any weather, 
lay ſmoke a ſober pipe together. 
his challenge pleas'd, and Hector quick 
dtopp'd all the Trojans with his ſtick. 
ext to the foe, with Spaniſh pace, 
\dvanc'd, to let them know the caſe. 


Atrides ſoon the tumult ſpies : 

ire o'er, ye filly dogs, he cries ; 

Tis Hector comes, if I am right, 

o talk a little, not to fight: 

know him by his breadth of cheſt, 
know his ſkull-cap's always dreſt 

Vith gooſe-quills of the very belt : 

hen be not in ſuch woctull ſplutter, 
but hear what Hector has to utter. 

t this rebuke they threw no more : 

he tumult geas'd; the fray was oer : 
is eyes the bully Trojan roll'd, 

nd briefly thus his ſtory told : 

Hear all ye warriors, fam'd for toils, 
In civil feuds and drunken broils ; 
Feris demands you, now forbear 

o kick and cuff, and curſe and ſwear ; 
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The Greeks, like coward ſons of whores, | 
hrew bricks and cobble-ftones in ſhow'rs. * 


— —_———— — — . 
* * 
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But on the ground your cudgels throw, 

And ſtick your broomſtaves on a row: 

Let Troy and Greece but fit em down, 

Paris will fight this Spartan loon ; 

The charming Hellen ſhall be ſet, 

For him that ſhall the conqueſt get; 

Her ſnowy breaſts, and matchleſs eyes 

Shall be the lucky cenq'rers prize : 

Then Troy and Greece, in any weather, 
May ſpoke a ſober pipe together. 

He ſpoke; and for ſix minutes good, 

With mouths half cock'd, both armies ſtood: 
When Menelaus thus began ; 

Bold Hector offers like a man, 

And I the challenge will accept, 

As freely as I ever ſlept ; 

Hector, perhaps, may think I won't, 

But ſinge my whiſkers if I don't: 

I know, my lads; you fight for me, 

And in my quarrel croſt the ſea. 

J thank you, friends, for what you've done; 

But now the battle's all my own, 

Who falls, it matters not a fig, 

If one ſurvives to dance a jig 

With that bewitching female Hellen, 

And ſtump it tightly when he's well in ; 

So, Trojans, if you mean no flams, 


Go buy directly two graſs lambs ; 
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One for the earth, as black as crow, 
One for the ſun, as white as ſnow ; 
For ſurly, Jove, you need not fear, 
Ve'll get one, be they cheap or dear: 
For well we know he'll make us feel, 

e' er we cheat him of a meal. 

ut let King Priam on the place 
ppear 3 we rev'rence his old face: 

is ſons are hect' ring roaring fellows, 
nd fifty thouſand lyes may tell us 

Old age is not ſo quick in motien, 

ut ſees with care, and moves with caution. 
xperience makes old folks diſcerning, 
ut blunders paſt they oft take warning. 
goth parties hear, and hope at laſt, 

heir broils and broken pates are paſt : 
or ſtaid they to be bidden twice, 

ut ſtripp'd their jackets in a trice : 
Their cudgels, all the circle round 

u quick as thought threw on the ground, 
Two beadles Hector ſent to town, 

n haſte, to fetch his daddy down: 

ind bid 'em tell old limberhams 

ot to forget to bring two lambs. 

Lhe running footman of the fleet, 
Talthybius call'd, with nimble feet) 
Vith all his ſpeed his ſtumps did ftir 

lo fetch a lamb for Jupiter, 


FT 
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I'th' int'rim, fond of miſchief telling, 
The rainbow-goddeſs ſlies to Hellen; 
(Moſt modern farts, I ever knew, 
When ſet on fire, burn only blue, 
Or ſimple red; but when behind 
This nimble goddefs lets out wind, 
It leaves a track along the ſkies 

Compos'd of fifty different dyes) 
She ſeem'd like old Antenor's daughter, 

hat Hellen might not know ſhe ſought her, 
'The houſewife at her taſk ſhe found, 
With all her wenches feated round: 
For, as the work'd in Priam's hall, 
She choſe to have em within call : 
Where, like a brazen, ſawcy jade, 
She wrought her tale in light and ſhade. 
How, for her fake, the Greeks employ 
Their utmoſt force to pull down Troy; 
And wove the ſtory in her loom, 
Of horns, her former huſband's doom; 
Adding withal, to keep her going, 
What for nine years they had been doing; 
The neceſſary names wrote under, 
Leſt lookers on ſheuld make a blunder ; 
Leſt they ſhould make a wrong conjecture, 
This is briſk Paris that is Hector: 
This is Ulyſſes that the beaſt 
Therſites — ſo of all the reſt. 
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eilen, ſays Iris, pray come out 
nd ſee what work they re all about. 
heir clubs thrown down ; their ſtaves they 
prick | 
it in the ground, and there they ſtick. 
hey fight no more; for this good day g 


uis and Menelaus ſay 

hey'll have one bout at cudgel play. 
neſe happy rogues appear in view 

0 box their very beſt for you; 

nd which ſoever of em win, 

Vith kiſſing he will foon begin. 

his put the light-heePFd dame in mind 
people ſhe had left behind 

her own country, not theſe two, | 
he try'd the beſt that they could do;) 
ut ſhe had leſt behind ſome dozens 
unkles, aunts, and loving couzens. 

e gulp'd, and ſwallow'd down her ſpittle, 
ut yet was ſeen to weep a little; 

hen left her work, and on her wait 

wo wenches to the Scean gate, 

here ſome old ſquare-toes, grave and try d, 
ere chatting cloſe to Priam's fide : 

think they were in number ſeven ; 
matters not, or odd or even. 

ne name of each I would rehearſe, 

it it would edge your teeth in verſe. . 
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Like graſhoppers they ſat i'th' ſun, 
Telling ſtrange tales of ancient fun; 
And, in a feeble hollow tone, 
Repeated what great feats they'd done ; 
How they had thrum'd the maids of Troy, 
When Adam was a little boy : 
At Hellen's ſhapes they ſhook their wings; 
What could they mere, they had no ſtings ! 

No wonder faith, they cry, that Greece 
Should fight for ſuch a tempting piece; 
The man that Hellen's ringlets towzes, 
Can never grudge a thouſand bruiſes ; 
But ſince it's o'er with us, long ſince, 
*T'is beſt to ſend the brimſtone hence: 
If ſhe ſtays here, Trey tumbles down ; 
But pack her off, we ſave the town. 
Whilſt thus the gyplie's praiſe they ſqueak, 
The Trojan king began to ſpeak : 

Come hither, girl, I take a pride 
To have thee chatter by my ſide, 
Behold your friends, my deareſt honey, 
And take a view of your old cronie, 
*T'is not your fault, you're not the cauſe 
v Of half our bruiſes, kicks, and blows. 
The gods, they ſay, are in a pet; 
And when they're once on miſchief ſet 
The devil cannot keep em down, 
Till they've demoliſh'd ſome old town 
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And for nine years, I plainly ſee, 

They have been grumb'ling hard at me. 
But tell us, who's that ſwinging fellow 
That ſtruts ſo fierce ; he's dreſt in yellow, 
And cocks his hat with ſuch a pinch, 

He looks a ſoldier every inch, 

Hellen replies, Altho', good Priam, 
No woman's better kiſs'd than I am, 
Yet I could wiſh I had been hang'd, 

Or at a whipping-poſt well bang'd, 
Ere I away with Paris ran 
And cuckolded an honeſt man : 
My little girl moſt bitterly 
They tell me, for her mam' doth cry: 
I'm full of grief, if that would do; 
But matters can't be mended now. 
The gipſye, after this parade, 
Thus to the good old Trojan faid : 
He whom to know my dady ſeeks, 
5 the great leader of the Greeks ; 
His fame is known beth near and far, 
o ſcold in peace, and kick in war: 
My brother he was call'd, before 
our ſon and I turn'd rogue and whore ; 
o call him ſo I'm now aſham'd, 
nd even bluſh to hear him nam'd. 
Is that Atrides, quoth the king? 
To me he ſeems the very thing: 
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Like graſhoppers they ſat i'th' ſun, 
Telling ſtrange tales of ancient fun; 
And, in a feeble hollow tone, 
Repeated what great feats they'd done ; 
How they had thrum'd the maids of Troy, 
When Adam was a little boy: 
At Hellen's ſhapes they ſhook their wings; 
What could they mere, they had no ſtings ! 
No wonder faith, they cry, that Greece 
Should fight for ſuch a tempting piece 
The man that Hellen's ringlets towzes, 
Can never grudge a thouſand bruiſes ; 
But ſince it's o'er with us, long ſince, 
Tis beſt to ſend the brimſtone hence: 
If ſhe ſtays here, Troy tumbles down; 
But pack her off, we ſave the town. 
Whilſt thus the gypſie's praiſe they ſqueak, 
The Trojan king began to ſpeak : 
Come hither, girl, I take a pride 


To have thee chatter by my ſide, Ip 

Behold your friends, my deareſt honey, 1 f 

And take a view of your old cronie, of 
J 


*T'is not your fault, you're not the cauſe 
Of half our bruiſes, kicks, and blows. 6 
'The gods, they ſay, are in a pet; 
And when they're once on miſchief ſet 
The devil cannot keep *em down, 


Till they've demoliſh'd ſome old town; 
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And for nine years, I plainly ſee, 
hey have been grumb'ling hard at me. 
But tell us, who's that ſwinging fellow 
hat ſtruts ſo fierce ; he's dreſt in yellow, 
\nd cocks his hat with ſuch a pinch, 
e looks a ſoldier every inch, 
Hellen replies, Altho', good Priam, 
o woman's better kiſs'd than I am, 
et I could wiſh I had been hang'd, 
Or at a whipping-poſt well bang'd, 
E're I away with Paris ran 
and cuckolded an honeſt man: 
ly little girl moſt bitterly 
hey tell me, for her mam' doth cry: 
'm full of grief, if that would do; 
But matters can't be mended now. 
he gipſye, after this parade, 
Thus to the good old Trojan faid : 
He whom to know my dady ſeeks, 
5 the great leader of the Greeks ; 
is fame is known beth near and far, 
To ſcold in peace, and kick in war: 
ly brother he was call'd, before 
Your ſon and J turn'd rogue and whore: 
To call him ſo I'm now aſham'd, 
und even bluſh to hear him nam'd. 
Is that Atrides, quoth the king ? 
Lo me he ſeems the very thing: 
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I'm told he is, or grave or mellow, 

In peace or war, a clever fellow. 
Amongſt the Phrygians I have been, 
But ne'er a tighter fellow ſeen, 

When Otreus ſat upon their throne, 
And Migdon led their hang-dogs on, 

I and my Trojans join'd the Royſters ; 
Where, by the help of cod and oyſters, 
We laid, with many ſtrokes and thwacks, 
The Amazons upon their backs: 

Yet thoſe now ſtanding in our ſight, 
Are tighter fellows, by this light. 

But tell me, Hellen, if you can, 
Who's that broad-breafted little man; 
His ſhoulders large, and widely ſpread, 
But not ſo tall as th' laſt by th' head; 
He is no ſerjeant, I've a notion, 

Yet like a ſerjeant in his motion : - 

He ſeems to buſtle much about him; 
You'd ſwear they could not do without hin 
Hellen replies, My judgment miſſes, 

If he you ſpeak of ben't Ulyſſes. 

Now, that I take a better view, 

*T'is he himſelf, I fpy him now: 

Let him be ſtanding ſtill, or running, 
You'll hardly find his match for cunning; 
He knows a thouſand ſlipp'ry tricks, 

But ſhines the moſt in politicks. 
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Tho' from a barren iſle he came, 
he world's too little for his fame: 
And, had he not been born a prince, 
He'd been prime-miniſter long ſince, 
Antenor told the king, he knew 
What Hellen ſaid was very true. 
When Atreus' ſon and he came over, 
This coaxing baggage to recover, 
Men of great worth they ſeem'd to be, 
therefore let em lodge with me: 
knew them both before that day, 
And knew they could their reck' ning pay, 
Whene'er we chatted o'er a can 
Of flip, with care I mark'd each man, 
Atrides ſtanding, look'd the beſt, 
'Cauſe he was moſtly better dreſt; 
deated, Ulyſſes reverence drew: 
On breech he gave the cleareſt view, 
Atrides was no man of tongue; 
is ſpeech was good, tho never long: 
But when Ulyſles *gan to ſpeak, 
You never heard ſo queer a Greek 
He'd fix his eyes upon the ground, 
As if a ſpeech could there be found; 
Look'd fooliſh, tho' he knew no tongue 
Like his was half ſo glibly hung; 
He could, with oily words, I tell ye 
Make your heart jump within your belly q 
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His rogueſhip from the flowers and trees, 
Would call the very birds and and bees. 
Then Priam thus: Amidſt the throng 
I ſpy a man exceeding ſtrong ; 

Shoulders ſo ſpread, and ſuch a cheſt, 
He's ſtole a giant's back and breaſt ; 

So ſtrong a carl you'll ſeldom ſee ; 

My lovely girl, who can it be? 

Ajax, replies fair Leda's daughter, 

Is he you're now enquiring after : 

Of him the Grecians well may crack, 
For he, upon his brawny back, 

Could lug the city gates when bid, 

As well as ever Sampſon did, 

The next that looks this way to ſee us, 
Is the far-fam'd Idomeneus : 
With my good man he once took quarter, 
And look'd ſo trim, my mouth did water, 
As for the reſt, if I judge rightly, 
They're fellows that can box it tightly. 
But all this while, old dad, have I 
Been leoking ſharp, if I can ſpy 

A pair of twins, and each my brother, 
Caſtor is one, and Pollux *tother. 

But hap the colonels fight no more, 
Or ſcorn to quarrel for a whore. 

Poor Hellen dreamt not on her bed, 
Her brothers were as herrings dead; 
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That the laſt doublet they put on 

Was made of Bath or Portland ſtone, 

Where, free from broils, they ſlept ſecure, 

And dreamt of whores and rogues no more, 

And now both beadles did with care, 

The lambs for ſacrifice prepare : 

But firſt in order form the ring, 

And thus they call the Trojan king : 
Ariſe, O king, come down with ſpeed, 

And lend a hand in time of need 

To ſeal the truce, for there's no troth, 

Unleſs you come and take the oath, 

Your ſon and famous Menelau, 

For Nell agree to pull a crow : 

And he that makes his rival yield, 

Or lays him flat upon the field, 

May unmoleſted take his fill, 

And towzle Hellen when he will ; 

That we may ceaſe. this curſt fatigue, 

And join in everlaſting league; 

Trojans may plough their lands, and Greece 

Return, and kiſs their wives in peace, 

Priam, tho' with a heavy heart, 

Gave orders for his apple cart, 

A vehicle, contriv'd with care 

To ſerve for cart or one-horſe chair ; 

Then, with Antenor by his fide, 

Like two grave cits, they took a ride 
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Quite through the Scean gate, among 
The Trojan and the Grecian throng: 
When Agamemnon 'midſt the crew, 
And eke the ſly Ulyſſes too, 

Both roſe, and made a handſome bow. 
And now the blue- coat beadles, grac'd 
With large red capes all filver lac'd, 
The method of the farce to fix, 

Some Greek and Trojan beverage mix; 
Then pour a little on the hand 

Of each commander, as they ſtand; 
But have our prieſtly way of thinking, 
To ſave the moſt for private drinking: 
Laſtly, — this grand affair to cloſe, 
His knife the Grecian gen'ral draws, 
And cutting from his breaſts ſome hair, 
The beadles gave each chief a ſhare, 
To ſhew that all things ſhould be fair, 


Then with a thund'ring voice, that made 


A dev'liſh * to Jove they pray'd: 
O Jupiter! who every Friday, 

Art worſhipp'd on a mount call'd Ida: 

O Phcebus | and thou mother Earth! 


That gives to thieves and lawyers birth : 


O demons ! and infernal furies ! 
Whoſe counſels aid Weſtminſter juries : 


Thou diſcord-making fiend ! that trudges, 
The ſix months circuits with the judges ; 
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And thou, the helliſh imp, that brings 
Brimſtone to ſinge all wicked kings 
car what we promiſe, and depend on't, - 


We'll keep our words, or mark the end on't; 


Should Paris drub this Menelaus, 
To pox and poverty betray us, 
If we don't leave the brimſtone Hellen 

afe in her preſent Trojan dwelling 
For Paris? uſe ; much good may't do him, 
And make her true and faithful to him; 
Whilſt we poor devils will depart, 
And trudge it home with all our heart : 
But if by Menclaus* blows 
Paris ſhould get a bloody noſe, 

They ſhall again reſtore his Nelly, 
With what belongs her back and belly; 
A forfeit too conſent to pay 
For ſtealing of the girl away; 
And Paris cannot think it much 
To pay a piece for every touch : 
If they refuſe again, we'll fight, 
| And force the rogues to do us right. 
With that he ſeiz'd the ſheep by th' crown, 
And cut their throats, or knock'd them down: 
By death they ſoon were overtaken, 
Tho' they kick'd hard to fave their bacon, 
The chiefs then tipt the other round, 
And pour'd a little on the ground ; 

FI 


Fg 


£ - 
— CE 


9 
— — © +908 — Dog io 
_ 


> r 
* 


roo Tukx THIRD BOOK or 


Adding withal a ſhorter prayer, 

Becauſe they han't much time to ſpare. 
Hear Jove, and all ye gods on high ! 

Whoſe vicars ſay you hate a lye, 

(Tho' amongſt them, for lies and ſwearing, 

There's ſcarce a barrel better herring) 

W hoever takes a thing in hand, 

And will not to their bargain ſtand, 

May their heart's blood run out much quicker 

Than from the jug we pour this liquor ; 

And may their wives ſuch harlots be, 

That a whole pariſh can't ſerve three. 

Thus both the armies clubjd a prayer, 

Which Jove refus'd, and kick'd in air. 

Now, when theſe Popiſh rites were done, 

Old ſquare-toes haſt'ned to be gone; 


For one ſo very old as me, 

Bruiſes and broken pates to'ſee: 

But Jove knows beſt, who rules us all, 
Which knave ſhall ſtand, or which ſhall fall. 
To ſtay within yond' walls I chuſe, 

And be the laſt to hear bad news : 

'Then inſtantly his chair aſcended ; 

Antenor by his ſide attended: 

But firſt, and rightly did he judge it, 

He ſtuft both lambs within his budget, 


It will be rather hard, quoth he, 
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Ulyſſes then, and Hector ſtout, 


The limits of the fight mark'd out: 


They both agreed that chance might try 
Who firſt ſhould let his broomſtick fly. 
The pcople pray on bended knees, 
And mutter out ſuch words as theſe : 

O Jupiter! who hait by odds, 
The greateſt head of all the gods, 
Let him that did this miſchief brew 
Return with ribs all black and blue; 
Or let him be demoliſh'd quick, 
And ſent full gallop to Old Nick ; 
Such rogues once hang'd, all wars would ceaſe, 
And ſoldiers eat their bread in peace. 

Hector, who was a wary chap 
At pitch and chuck, or huſtle-cap, 
An old. Scotch bonnet quickly takes, 
In which he three braſs farthings ſhakes : 
Then turn'd his head without deceit, 
To ſhew them that he ſcorn'd to cheat ; 
And crys aloud, Here goes, my boy, 
Tis heads for Greece, and tails for Troy; 
Then turns the cap, great Troy prevails, 
Two farthings out of three were tails. 
Paris now arms himſelf in haſte, 
And ty'd his jacket round his waiſt 
With a buff belt, and then with ſtraps 
About his legs ſome 88 wrap; 
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To guard his heart, he cloſely preſt 

A ſheet of tin athwart his breaſt; 

His truſty ſword a- croſs his breech 

Was hung, to be within his reach ; 

A horſe's tail, juſt like a mop, 

He ſtuck upon his full-cay's top. 

Thus arm'd complete, with care and ſkill, 
He ſcem'd as ſtout as Bobadil: 

And Menelaus, you might ſee, 

_ \ppear'd as ſtout and fierce as he. 

Ready for fight, they both look'd four, 
And cy'd each other o'er and o'er, 

Paris puts on a warlike phiz, \ 


And from his hand his ſtaff goes whiz A 
Which lent the Grecian targe a thump, 
And then upon the ground fell plump. f 


His broomſtaff then, with aim as true, 
The cuckold at the Trojan threw; 

But e're he ſpent his ammunition, 

He ſent to Jove a ſmall petition: 

e May'ſ pleaſe my good deſign to help, 
And let me ſowſe this lech'rous whelp ; 
That men may ceaſe to do amiſs, 

And not in other fiſh-ponds fiſh.” 

Thus, like Old Noll, he coin'd a pray 'r 7 
Then ſent his broomſtick thro' the air: 
With ſuch a vengeance did it fall, 
Through the tin- plates it bor'd a hole, 
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3 
And tore his doublet and his ſhirt; 
But to his guts did little hurt; 
Becauſe the knave, by bending low, 
"ſcap'd the fury of the blow. 
Some think he dawb'd his breeks that hit, 
But that remains a quere yet. 
{he Greek, who did not often judge ill, 
Purſu'd th* advantage with his cudgel, 
and laid about at ſuch a rate, 
\s if he meant to break h1; pate; 
at as his jobber-noul he rapt, 
lis ſtick in twenty pieces ſnapp'd : 
ex'd to the guts, he lifts his eyes, 
And mutt'ring to himſelf, he cries, 
This raſcal's jacket I had duſted, 
{ Jupiter could have been truſted ; 
Put honeſt men he keeps at diſtance, 
\nd lends to whores and rogues affiſtance. 
juſt when I had ſecur'd my prize, 
ly louſy ſtick in pieces flies: 
Inis ſaid, he gave a haſty ſnap 
it the horſe-tail upon his cap, 
ind lugg'd moſt ſtoutly at his crown, 
1 hopes to pull the varlet down; 
he more he lugg'd to end the farce, 
The more the Trojan hung an arſe: 
ll he hawl'd on with many a bob, 
und certainly had done his job, 
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Becauſe fo firmly was his cap 
Ty'd with a tinſel'd leather ſtrap, 
That though the knave began to cough, 
The de'el a bit would it come off: 
But watchful Venus came in ſeaſon, 
Beſore the Greek had ſtopp'd his weaſon ; 
Her ſciſſars from her ſide ſhe whip'd 
And in a twink the ftay-band ſnipp'd. 
The Greek, who thought he well had ſpeci, 
And pull'd off both his cap and head, 
Was vext to find, inſtead of full cap, 
He'd only got an empty ſkull-cap : 
In grievous wrath, away he threw it 
Amongſt his men, who flock'd to view it, 
Admir'd the glitt1ing band, and ſwore 
'They'd never ſeen the like before. 
He then, with all his might and main, 
Let drive at Paris once again; 
With a freſl; broomſtick thought to ſmoke hin, 
But Venus whip'd him up, and took him 
In her ſmock lap, and very ſoon 
Near his own dwelling ſet him down; 
From thence, with gentle touch, ſhe led 
The younker home, and warm'd his bed. 
To take away perfumes not good, 
She burnt perfumes of ſpicy wood. 

No ſooner was he ſeated well in 
His garret, but ſhe look'd for Hellen : 
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Amongſt her chamber-maids ſhe found her ; 
The wenches all were ſtanding round her. 
Quickly ſhe chang'd her form, and whip'd on 
The noſe and chin of Mother Shipton 
Then on her tip-toes coming near, 
She whiſpers ſoftly in her ear; | 
My deareſt jewel, Paris wants 
To ramble in the uſual haunts ; 
Upon a good flock bed he lies, 
And longs to view your wicked eyes ;- 
The whoring raſcal, ſafe and found, 
Prepares to fire a double round. 
Hellen began to make a din 
At this old woman's noſe and chin ; 
But as ſhe ſtar'd her thro' and thro”, 
Her old acquaintance ſoon ſhe knew 
By her fine alabaſter bubbies, 
Her eyes of jet, and lips of rubies. 
The fright made ail her teeth to chatter, 
And, faith, ſhe ſcarce could hold her water : 
But ſoon a little courage took, 
And to the goddeſs ſilence broke. 
(The reader in her ſpeech will find, 
That woman like ſhe ſpoke her mind) 
Could I believe that. Venus would. 
For ſuch a raſcal turn a bawd ? 
Don't think that Hellen e'er will truckle, 
And with a beaten ſcoundrel buckle. 
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If to your calling you bewitch her, 

For God's fake let a brave man ſwitch her, 

Nor think that I can like a ſcrub 

That any louſy rogue can drub ; 

Now he is worſtcd in the fight, 

I am become another's right : 

I know your drift; it ſha'n't take place 

To ſend me homeward with diſgrace, 

And make my huſband quite uncivil: 

You a fine goddeſs ! you a devil! 

If Paris cannot live without 

A tit bit, you yourſelf may do't ; 

Be you his loving wench or wife, 

I'll go no more, upon my life: 

To me it will afford no ſport, 

J am not in a humour for't; 

Vou're always ready for a bout, 

When I'd as leave be hang'd as do't: 

But know that I'll no longer bear 

Of every ſawcy jade, the ſneer, 

Who cry, ſhe's very handſome, ſure, 

But yet the brim's an arrant whore. 
Hey day, quoth Venus ! what's all this! 

On nettles ſure you've been to piſs: 

You will not that, or t'other do: 

Pray, who will firſt have cauſe to rue ? 


If I forſake thee, every grace 
Will leave that pretty ſmirking face, 
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Trojans won't give a fig to ſee 
What once they view'd with ſo much glee; 
Nor will the wildeſt rake in town 
Value thy ware at half a crown. 
This eas'd poor Hellen of her doubts, 
And put an end to all diſputes; 
Rather than riſque the loſs of beauty, 
She'd be content with double duty; 
On which the gypſies trip'd away, 
And foon arrived where Paris lay. 
The maids about like light'ning flew, 
For they had fifty things to do: 
But Nell and Venus mount up ſtairs ; 
They were to mind their own affairs. 
Soon as they reach'd the garret door, 
The goddeſs tript it in before; 
and, ſquatting down juſt by the fire, 
Made Hellen on a ſtool fit by her ; 
All o'er ſhe look'd fo very charming, 
That Paris found his liver warming : 
He ſeiz'd her, and began to play 
The prelude to et cetera ; 8 
Hoping a tune o'th' ſilent flute | 
Would keep the ſcolding baggage mute : 
Anſtead of which, the vixen fell 
Upon the harmleſs rogue pell-mell, 
After you've ſuffer'd ſuch diſgrace, 
How dare you look in Hellen's face ? 
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What wench, now thou haſt loſt thine honour, 
Will let thee lay a leg upon her ? 

Perhaps you think I'll ſuffer you 

To toy, but ſplit me if I do; 

Not I, by Jove. Are all thy braggs 

Of beating Menelaus to rags, 

Come off with this? Once more go try 
Thy ſtrength but what a fool am 1, 

A ſtripling thou, a giant he; 

At ſingle gulp he'd ſwallow thee, 

Then venture into ſcrapes no more; 
But, ſince thour't ſafe, e'en ſhut the door. 
Paris replies, Good dame, ha' done; 

We can't recal the ſetting ſun : 
Though your old cuckold-pated whelp, 
By that damn'dSrim Minerva's help, 

Did win this match, the next that's try'd 


I'll lay the odds I trim his hide. W 
But haſte, my girl, let's buckle to't, v0 
And mind the buſineſs we're about: De 
I ne'er before had ſuch deſire; Fo 
My heart and pluck are both on fire: An 
Juſt now I've far more appetite, As 
Than when with you that merry night, Ca 
In Cranac's iſle, to work we buckl'd, If 
And dubb'd your bluff-fac'd huſband Cuckold. WW: 
This ſpeech no ſooner had he made, Wi 
But up he jump'd upon the bed; Ade 
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Where Nelly ſoon reſign'd her charms, 
And ſunk into the varlet's arms: 
Around her waiſt he never caught her, 
But it in ſpecial temper brought her. 
Whilſt thus they up and down engage, 
The Greek was in a bloody rage; 
He, like a pointer rag'd about, - 
To try to find the younker out, 
And peep'd in ev'ry hole and corner, 
In hopes to ſpy this Mr. Horner ; | 
(Nor would the Trojans, nat to wrong em, 
Have ſcreen'd him, had he been among 'em) 
But the bawd, Venus, took good care 
He ſhould not find him far or near. 
Then Agamemnon from his breech 
Lifted himſelf, and made this ſpeech : 
Ye Dardans and ye Trojans truſty, 
Whoſe ſwords we keep from being ruſty ; 
You plainly ſee the higher powers 
Determine that the day is ours ; 
For Menelaus ſure has beat him, 
And may, for aught we know, have eat him, 
As not a man upon the ſpot 
Can tell us where the rogue is got ; 
If therefore Hellen you'll reſtore, 
We'll take her, be ſhe wife or whore; 
With all her cloaths, and other gear, 
Adding a ſum for wear and tear: 
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The wear, a female broker may 

Settle in leſs than half a day ; 

But for the tear, no mortal elf 

Can judge ſo well as Mene's ſelf. 

If Troy will pay a fine fo juſt, 

And that they will I firmly truſt, 
We'll leave this curſt unlucky ſhore, 
And ſwear to trouble you no more. 
With mighty ſhouts the Grecians each 
Vow its a very noble ſpeech : E 
That every ſingle word was right; 

And ſwore the Trojans ſhould ſtand by't. 
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4 IT H ſolemn phiz, about the- fate 
If Troy, the gods deliberate ; 

lad lang diſpute the matter, whether 
Jo joul their loggerheads together, 

r make all further ſcuffles ceaſe, 

lad let them drink and whore in peace; 
it lat the gods agree nem. con. 

0 let the raſcals ſquabble on; 

Pallas then joggs Lycaon's ſon 

) knock poor Menelaus down ; 

{nd wwhil/t the honeſt quack, Machaon, 
plaiſter ſpread the wound ta lay on, 
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A dreadful noiſe of ſhouts and drumming 


Firewarn'd the Greeks that Troy was coming 
The gen'ral now, the troops to ſettle, 

And fhew himſelf a man of mettle, 

In a great ſplutter runs about 

To call their truſty leaders out, 

Swaggers and bounces, kicks and cuffs, 

Some ſerjeant praiſes, others haffs ; 

At laſt the royſters join in battle, 

And clubs, and ſlaues, and potlids rattle, 
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H E watchman op'd the gates of heaven, 
Juſt as the clock was ſtriking ſeven; 
When all the gods, with yawning faces, 
To council came, and took their places, 
Hebe prepar'd upon the ſpot 
A jugg of purl made piping hot, 
Of which ſhe gave each god a cup, 
Who ſup and blow, and blow and ſup; 
And whilſt their time they thus employ, 
Juſt lightly aſk, What news from Troy. 
When thus unlucky Jove, for fun, 
To vex his ox-ey'd wife, begun : 

Two ſcolding brims of royal blood 
Aſſiſt the Greeks, if not, they ſhould 3 
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But, perch'd above, like daws they ſit, 
Nor they-to help their friends think fit: 
But ſuff' ring Greece to go to ruin, 


Tontent themſelves with miſchief brewing; 


Whilſt grateful Venus in the throng, ' 

To aid her letcher, ſcowers along ; 

With nimble bum, or nimbler wriſt, 

She guides his weapon where ſhe liſt ; 

Knowing a touch of her ſoft hand, 

If fallen down, will make him ſtand, 
But, Meſſmates, ſince we have begun, 

*Tis time to fix what mutt be done, 

The book of fate then let us ſcan, 

And view what is ordain'd for man; 

That we about them may determine, 

To kill, or keep alive the vermin ; 

Say then, ſhall ſmiling peace enſue, 

Or dreadful broils, with face of rue ? 

If now your godſhips think that Nelly 

Shall go and warm her huſband's belly, “ 

And Paris pay for doing work 

Would glad the heart of Jew or Turk; 

Why then the borough may ſtand firm 

A thouſand years, or any term ; 

May back recall its old renown, 

And once more be a market town, 
Whilſt thus he preach'd, his angry queen 

With Pallas whiſpering was ſeen ; 
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and as they jabber'd pate to pate, 

Nainſt poor Troy expreſs'd their hate. 

[he boxing vixen, though in wrath, 

et holds her peace, and nothing faith ; 
(or would, had Jove preach'd e'er fo long, 
or heavenly wiſdom rul'd her tongue; 

he prudent acts; not ſo Jove's wife, 

hoſe joy conſiſts in noiſe and ſtrife, 
Begun : Don't think your dunder-pate 
Shall uſe your queen at ſuch a rate: 
On whoring Troy I've made juſt war 

Have rouz'd my Grecians near and far 
My poſt-chaiſe rattled many a mile, 

My peacocks ſweating all the while ; 

And all to bring deſtruction on 

This perjur'd, lying, * whoring town: 

But ſpouſe my cares and toils derides z 
Bzcauſe they're rogues, he's on their ſides; 
To puniſh rogues in grain refuſes, 

And thus his loving wife abuſes : 


* Whoring. | You ſee Juno keeps continually harp- 
ing on thatword: we judge from thence, ſhe came in for 
ſmall ſhare of the labours of theſe whoring Trojans z 
but Venus did. There was one Achiſes, a twice five - 
finger'd Trojan, that (as old ftories ſay) us'd to 
tirum her jacket, ZEneas was the produce of their 
leiſure hours, 
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Though if the gods will take my fide, — 


In ſpite of Jove UI! trim their hide. 7 
At this ſame ſpeech you cannot wonder ih 
The thunder- driver look'd like thunder: dee f. L 


He wav'd his locks, and fit to choak 
With rage, he to his vixen ſpoke. 

Why, how now huily ! whence this hate 
To Pram, and the Trojan ftate ? 
Can mortal ſcoundrels thee perplex, / 
And the great brim of brimitones vex, 
That thou ſhouldſt make ſuch woeful pother, 
And Troy's whole race deſire to ſmother ; 
Then level, out of female ſpite, 
Their ſpires, with weather-cocks fo bright; 
And all becauſe that rogue on Ida, 
Fancy'd your mouth an inch too wide a. 
Pray how can I the varlet blame, 
Who fifty times have thought the * ſame ? 
But for this once I'll give thee ſtring 
Enough, to let thy fury ſwing : 
Burn the whole town ; blow up the walls q 


Deſtroy their ſhops and cobler's ſtalls:  , 
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* The ſame, Here 1 overlooks a very ſevere -u 
of Jupiter's, becauſe he directly gives her leave to 
ſatiate her revenge; had it not been for that, it Is 
thought he would hardly have eſcaped without 2 
ſcratch d face at leaſt, or perhaps the loſs of an ej. 
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ſurder old Priam on the place, 

Ind ſmother all his baſtard race; 

Vith his boil'd beef and cabbage glut 

The fury of thy greedy gut. 

ace, then, perhaps I may enjoy 

Vhen there ſhall be no more of Troy: 

Wt ſhould I chuſe to be uncivil, 

aul ſend your ſcoundrels to the devil, 
Jon't think, good Mrs. Brim, that you 
hall hold my hand : remember how 
uffer harmleſs Troy to tumble, 

o ſtop your everlaſting grumble, 

[tz] thee, brim, of all I know, 

heav'n above, or earth below, 

atards of mortal rogues or gods, 

aue Troy the moſt by odds: 

Omen on earth deſerve my favour 

ke Trojan boys, for good behaviour; 

cauſe, whene'er they pay their vows, 

bey kill good ſtore of bulls and cows ; 

ir do they ever grudge the leaſt, 

lend their daughters to the prieſt : 

um whence it cannot be deny'd, 

ut true religion is their guide. 

Juno, like puppet, rolls her eyes, 

a meditating, thus replies: 

Three boroughs have I got in Greece, 

alt dearly lov'd in war and peace; 
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Mycenæ, Argos, aye, and Sparta. 
Deſtroy * 'em all, care I a f ta: 
With the dry pox or thunder ſtrike 'em; 


nd 1 


l 


Tis fault enough for me to like 'em. * G 
Muſt thy poor wife's good friends be drubb ib. 
And ſhe herſelf thus hourly ſnubb'd, «& 
As if her family, Sir Cull, zen, 
Was not as good as your's to th' full; 24 
I know I ought, were you well bred, | hea 
To ſhare your power as well as bed ; ore 1 
But there I know, and ſo do you, = 8 
I'm robb'd of more than half my due, d fer 
Your + dad was but a lead refiner, e. 
Or elſe a Derbyſhire lead- miner; N. 
Mine was refiner of the ſmall 0 d, 
Aſſays, for years at Goldſmiths-Hall; lm 
Then pr'ythee don't, my deareſt life, he! 
Refuſe due honour to your wife; | *S 

ax cher 


Alternately let's take the ſway; . 
Each bear a bob both night and day; rig 
And then the vulgar gods ſhall ſee S We 


We mount by turns, now you, now me. 59 
M nor 
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* Deſtroy em, &c. See the fury of an eng 
woman : rather than Troy ſhould eſcape, how cal 
fhe gives up three dearly beloved towns: but ! 
to be hoped, there are few ſuch women alive non 
days. 
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e truly Pallas ſneaking ſtands, 
nd waits your worſhip's dread commands: 
ell ſoon, if you unlooſe her tether, 
Greece and Troy by th' ears together: 
t bid her uſe her utmoſt care, 
oy's whoring ſons begin the war, 
hen, if they get the worſt o'th' game, 
iey dare not ſay that we're to blame, 
heaven and earth, the whoring king 
ore that his wife had hit the thing : 
en go, my Pallas, in the nick, 
d ſerve theſe Phrygian whelps a trick; 
ike em, like Frenchmen, treaties break: 
27, and do not ſtay to ſpeak. 
d, ſhe darts downward in a trice, 
Id ſmooth as younkers ſlide on ice; 
when the upper regions vomit 
0ng-tail'd firebrand, call'd a comet, 
nich robs old women of their wits, 
rights their daughters into fits; 
es wond'ring loons the belly-ach, 
i makes the valiant ſoldier quake. 
h norrid phiz, it falls from high, 
l whiſks its tail along the ſky : 
lo this brimſtone did appear, 
liz ſhot downward through the air. 
 gueſs'd, and paus'd, and gueſs'd again, 
at this ſtrange prodigy could mean: 
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At laſt agreed, that angry Fate - 
Was big with ſomething mighty great, pa 
*T was war, or peace, or wind, or rain, W 
Or ſcarcity next year of grain. gu 
Some cunning heads this reaſon hit, W 
That B---e would ſoon make room for P- p. 
But all the bold north-country rout, 7 
Swore that it would much better ſuit Bu 
His M——y, to ſtick to B—te. (B 
Whilſt thus they jarr and diſagree, * 
Minerva lit behind a tree; Ca 
And leaſt her phiz ſhould make em gipe r. 
Borrow'd an honeſt mortal's ſhape; - O: 
Laodocus, no ſniveling daſtard, Lik 
But great Antenor's nephew's baſtard : To 
She quickly found Lycaon's ſon, Th 
A rare ſtrong chief for back and bone, He 
Whoſe troo; s from black Eſopee came, His 
A place but little known to fame. | An 
The arms his raggamuffins bore, Th 


Were broomſticks, daub'd with blood all An 
To him ſhe with a harmleſs look, 
Pike a miſchievous brimſtone ſpoke : 
Will you, friend Pandarus, ſays ſhe, 
A little council take from me; 
"You know that every prudent man 


Should pick up money when he can; 
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And now, if you could have the luck 

To make a hole in Sparta's pluck, 

Paris, as certain as I live, : 

Would any ſum of money give. 

Such a bold puſh muſt ſure be crown'd 

With ten, at leaſt, or twenty pound : 

Don't gape and ſtare, for now or never 

You gain or loſe the caſh for ever: 

But firſt, to th* Lycian archer pay 

(By moſt he's call'd the god of day) 

Aram; this ſame unerring ſpark 

Can guide thy arrow to its mark : 

Tis highly neceſſary this, 

Or two to one your aim you'll miſs. 

Like gunpowder, the thick-ſkull'd elf 

Took fire, and up he blew himſelf: 

Then fitting to his bow the ſtring, 

He ſwore, by Jove, he'd do the thing, 

His truſty bow was made of horn, 

An old ram goat for years had worn. 

This goat by Pandarus was ſhot, 

And left upon the cliffs to rot : 

The curling horns, that ſpread aſunder 

Two taylor's yards, became his plunder ; 

Which he took care to ſmooth, and fo 

Produc'd a very handſome bow. 

The blackſmith fil'd a curious joint, 

And Deard with tinſel tipt each point. 
G 
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This bow of bows, without being ſeen 
By any but his countrymen, 

He bent ; and, that he might be ſafe, 
Took care to hide his better half 
Behind the potlids of his band ; 

For thoſe he always could command. 
Before he aim'd, he ſquatted low 

To fit an arrow to his bow ; 

One from a hundred out he picks, 
To ſend the cuckold over Styx. 
(Sharp was the point of this ſame arrow, 
Deſign'd to reach the Spartan's marrow) 
Then to the god of day-light vows 
To give a dozen bulls and cows. 


Now hard he ſtrains, with wond'rous ſtrength, 


And draws the arrow all its length : 
Swift thro' the air the weapon hyes, 
Whilſt the ſtring rattles as it flys. 
Had then Atrides been forgot, 

He certainly had'gone to pot : 


But Pallas, for his life afraid, 


In pudding-time came to his aid, 

And turn'd aſide the furious dart, 

That was: intended for his heart, 

Into a more ignoble part. 

So careful mothers, when they pleaſe, 
Their children guard from lice and fleas. 
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The firſt emotion that he felt, 
| Was a great thump upon his belt: 
For there the arrow, Pallas knew 
Could only pierce a little through : 
It did ſo; and the ſkin it rais'd : 
The blood guſh'd out, which ſo amaz'd 
The cuckold, that he was half craz'd : | 
He felt within himſelf ſtrange twitches ; © 
'Twas thought by moſt he ſpoilt his breeches, 
As when you ſeek for ſtuff to grace 
dome fine court lady's neck and face, 
All o'er her muddy ſkin you ſpread 
A load of paint, both white and red, 
The diff*ring colours, ſure enough, 
Muſt help to ſet each other off, 
opite of the hue that glares within 
The filthy, muddy, greaſy ſkin 
Juſt ſo Atrides blood you'd ſpy 
As it ran down his dirty thigh ; 
His knee, and” leg, and ancle paſt, 
And reach'd his ſweaty foot at laſt : 
At this moſt dreadful, rueful fight 
Atrides' hair ſtood bolt upright, 
And lifted, all the Grecians ſaid, 
His hat ſix inches from his head; 
Nor leſs the honeſt cuckold quak'd ; 
His heart as well as belly ak'd ; 
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"Till looking at the place that bled, 


He plainly ſaw-the arrow's head | 
Stop'd by i greaſy belt, he then 


Boldly took heart of grace again. | 
But the great chief, who thought the arrow 
Had reach'd his brother's guts or marrow, 
With bitter ſobbing heav'd his cheſt, 
And thus his heavy grief expreſs'd ; 
Whilſt all the Grecians, far and near. 4 
Did nought but threaten, curſe, and ſwear. \ 
My deareſt bro.” for this did I L 
Deſire a truce ; zounds ! I could cry: : 
It proves a fatal truce to thee ; t 
. Nay, fatal both to thee and me. \ 
Thou fought'ft 'till all the fray did ceaſe; C 
Now to be lain, in time of peace, 1 
Is dev'liſh hard: with rueful phiz, Y 
He added By my ſoul it is! 4 
Thoſe ſcoundrel Trojans all combine, I 
In hopes to ruin thee and thine; 1 
They've ſtole thy goods, and kiſs'd thy wie, 5 
And now they want to take thy life: If 
With perjuries the rogues are cram'd G 
For which they will be double d — d. W 
Now we, good Grecians, when it meet is W 
To make with ſcoundrel neighbours treaties, W 
As Britons (but the lord knows how) — 


With roguiſh Frenchmen often do, 


# 


| 
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We're ſtrict and honeſt to our word; 


So ſhould each man that wears a ſword, , 
What pity 'tis, that rogues ſo baſe * 1 
Should thus bamboozle Jove's own race: 0 
But let it be thy comfort, brother, | 
And with it thy reſentment ſmother, j 
That Jove in flames * rogues will burniſh; 
Already he begins to furniſh, | 

With red-hot balls, his mutton-fiſt, 

To ſinge and pepper whom he liſt ; N 
Be ſure, that when he once begins, 
He'll ſmoke theſe ſcoundrels for their ſins; 
Make Priam's houſe of ſcurvy peers, 


Come tumbling down about their ears. 
Theſe Trojans, if they do not mend on't, 


Will all be hang'd at leaſt, depend on't: 
For thee, my brother, who deſerv'd | 


„% F — — _ 


Much better fate, than be ſo ſerv'd; 
| truſt thou wilt not die ſo ſudden, 
But till eat many a pound of pudding: 
If aught but good ſhould hap to thee, 
God knows what muſt become of me : 
When. thou art gone, thy men of might 
Will run, but rot me if they'll fight. 
When once they've loſt thy brave example, | 
They'll let the Trojan raſcals trample | 
Their very guts out e're they'll budge; _ | 
They will, as ſure as God's my judge. 
3 
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Shall Hellen then with Paris ſtay, 
Whilſt thy poor bones conſume away; 
And ſome ſad dog, thy recent tomb, 


Lug out his ware and piſs upon ; 


Adding, that all Atrides got, 
Was to come here to lie and rot. 


Nor durſt his bullying brother ſtay,. 


But very ftoutly ran away. 


Before this fcandal on me peep, 
May I be buried nine yards deep. 

He ſpoke ; and ſighing rubs his eyes, 
When Menelaus thus replies : 
Thy tears, my hero, prithee keep, 
Leſt they ſhould make our ſoldiers weep : 
*Tis, but at worſt, a harmleſs ſcratch ; 
I'll put upon't a lady's patch: 
Or, if you think "twill mend you faſter, 
III ſend for * Borton's ſticking-plaiſter, 
But if a ſurgeon's help is meet, 
Diſpatch a meſſenger to th' fleet; 


There is a man, who well can N 


For ſcratches, burns, and poxes too. 

The brother king, with gracious look, 
Once more reſum'd the thread, and ſpoke: 
May all the gods thy life defend, 
And all thy wounds and ſcratches mend, 


» Borton, an honeſt chymiſt in Piccadilly, 
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Talthybius fly, Machaon bid 1 
Run faſter than he ever did; N 
Let him await us in our tents, 


A 
And bring his box of inſtruments ; 7 
My brother's wounded with a dart, 'F | 
For aught I know, in mortal part. q 


With fuch a haſte Talthybius run, 
He knock'd two common troopers down : 
Then ſearch'd thro? every file and rank, 
And found the ſurgeon in the flank. 

The king, Machaon, wants your help; 9 
You muſt not march, but run, you whelp ; 
And, with your box of inſtruments, 
Attend the brothers in their tents : | 
Make ſpeed, the beſt leg foremoſt put ; 5 
One brother's wounded in the gut; | 
And for the other, *tis not clear 
But he has burſt his guts for fear. 
The ſurgeon was a ſoldier good, 
And in his regimentals ſtood. 
Soon as he heard of what had paſt, 
No ſurgeon ever ran ſo faſt, 
Talthybius, who his ſpeed did view, 
Swears to this day he thought he flew. 
Away he hy'd, with double ſpeed, 
To help the king in time of need. 
(A double motive ſurgeons brings, 
When they attend the wounds of kings ; 

G 4 


ly 


128 TER FOURTH BOOK or 


It happens oft', as I have heard, Bu 
Beſides their pay, they get preferr'd) As 
Away puff' d Chiron on full drive, 4 


In hopes to ſee the king alive. 
Standing he found the man he ſought, 
And cleaner than at firſt was thought. 
His comrades look'd a little blue, 
And ſo perhaps might I or you. 
He pluck'd the arrow with ſuch ſpeed, 
Cloſe to the head he brake the reed ; 
On which he for the buckles felt, 
And looſ'd at once both head and belt : 
When kneeling down upon the ground, 
Like Edward's queen, he ſuck'd the wound; 
Then to the place, to give it caſe, 
Apply'd a ſalve of pitch and greaſe. 
But, while the ſurgeon was employ'd, 
'The Grecians ſorely were annoy'd 
By Trojan boys that flew about, 
Reſolv'd, juſt then, to box it out; 
Roaring they came, like drunken ſailors, 
Or idle combination taylors. 
'The king durſt hardly go or ſtay ; 
But yet he ſcorn'd to run away : 
Tho' peace might make his head appear 
A little thick, in war twas clear. 
Tho' his own coach was by his fide, 
Yet, like a man, he ſcorn'd to ride, 


Leſt they ſhould think him touch'd with pride, 
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But ran on foot thro' all the hoſt, a 
As nimbly as a penny poſt : 
And cries, Attend each mother's ſon ; { 
This battle muſt be loſt, or won. 1 
Remember now your ancient glory, 1 
| 


What broken heads there are in ſtory 
Related of your father's ſtout ; 
And you yourſelves are talk'd about : 
A Trojan fighting one of you, 
Has odds againſt him three to two : 
The raſcals rotten are as melons, L 9 
And full of guilt as Newgate felons. | 
We'll have em all in chains and cuffs, i 
But till that time let's work their buffs. | 
This ſpeech was made for men of mettle ; 
He next the cowards ſtrives to ſettle. 

O ſhame to all your former trades, 
The ridicule of oyſter jades |! 
Do you intend to ſtand and ſee 
Your lighters flaming in the ſea ? 
A ſpecial time to ſtare and quake, 
When more than all ye have's at ſtake ! 
Like ſtags, who, whilſt they ſtand at bay, 
Dare neither fight nor run away; 
Perhaps you think it worth the while 
For Jove to fight, and fave you toil : 
But you will find, without a jeſt, 
He ſafeſt ſtands, who boxes beſt, 
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This ſaid, like Brentſord's mighty king 

He march'd, and ſtrutted round the ring, 

Th' old Cretan gave him great content, 

To ſee him head his regiment ; 

And to obſerve how void of fear 

The bold Merion form'd the rear. 

The ſerjeant-majors, in their places, 

Advanc'd, with grim determin'd faces. 

The king, elated much with joy, 

Claſp'd in his arms the fine old boy: 

O Idomen ! what thanks we owe, 

To men of ſuch like mould as you: 

Thy worth by far exceeds belief: 

When Jove from war ſhall give relief, 

Be thine the foremoſt cut o' th' beef: 

And when our pots of ale we quaff, 

Mixt with ſmall beer the better half, 

Thy ſhare, depend, ſhall never fail 

To be a double pot, all ale. 

The Cretan had not learn'd to dance; 

Had n&er from Dover ſkipp'd to France: 

For, tho' *tis plain he meant no evil, 

You'll ſay his anſwer was not civil: 
There needs no words to raiſe my courage; 

So ſave your wind to cool your porridge ; 

I'll venture boldly, tho? to ſay, 

Pl act what you command this day: 
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Let but the trumpets ſound to battle, 
Il make the Trojans doublets rattle. 
The king was rather pleas'd than vex'd, 
So travel'd onward to the next. | 

Ajax he found among his blues; 
Ajax, ſays he, my boy, what news ? 
Now this he ſaid, becauſe *twas hard 
To have for all a ſpeech prepar'd : 
But yet he gladly feaſts his eyes 
With his new mode of exerciſe : 
He found *twas Pruſſian every inch; 
Of mighty ſervice at a pinch : 
He ſaw him cloſe his files, then double ; 
(A trick, new learn'd,-the foe to bubble) 
Next wheel'd to right and left about, 
And made *em face both in and out ; 
Then turn upon the centre quick, 
As eaſy as a juggler's trick; 
Whence ſoon they form'd into a ſquare ; ' 
Then back again, juſt as they were, 
By this parade, Atrides knew 
That phalanx might be truſted to. 
Now, all this while his plotting head 
Had con'd a ſpeech, and thus he ſaid: 

To ſay I'm pleas'd, O gallant knight! 
Is barely doing what is right: © 
Thy ſoldiers well. may heroes be, 
When they ſuch bright examples ſee, 
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Would Jove but to th' reſt impart 

A piece of thy undaunted heart, 

Trojans would helter-ſkelter run, 

And their-old walls come tumb'ling down. 
The next he found was ancient Neſtor, 

Who, ſpite of age, was ſtill a jeſter : 

For military art renown'd, 

As Bland's his knowledge was profound ; 

Beſides, when he thought fit, could ſpeak 

In any language — beſt in Greek. 

The king eſpy'd his men in ranks, 

And flew to give th' old firelock thanks: 

Obſerv'd how juſt he plac'd his forces, 

His footmen and his line of horſes. 

The * foot were wiſely rang'd in front, 

That they the firſt might bear the brunt. 

The horſe along the flanks he drew, 

To keep 'em ready to purſue. 

The rear made up of mod'rate men, 

Half hearts of cock, half hearts of hen. 

The very riff-raff rogues they venture 

To ſqueeze together in the centre. 


* I imagine the author has placed the troops as he 
thinks they ſhould be, not as they were. The author 
knows the Grecians had no horſes but what they uſed 
to their chariots : but, as he talks like an apothecary, 
he gives himſelf what liberty he pleaſes, 
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hus fix'd, they kept a ſharp look-out, 
ind ready ſtood to buckle to't. 

man with half an eye could ſee 

rare old Grecian this muſt be, 

Tho in ſo ſmall a ſpace could keep 

Hs knaves from jumb'ling in a heap ; 
hen with a phiz, as wiſe as grave, 

he following advice he gave: 

« If you in battle chance to fall, 
Don't ſtay to riſe, for that ſpoils all: 

o riſe as ſome men do, I mean, 

Bum foremoſt, then your back is ſeen ; 
But jump directly bolt upright, | 
Ready prepar'd to run, or fight. 

dvice like this our fathers took, 

ind drove the world along like ſmoke.” 
Thus ſpoke the queer old Grecian chief, 
ind pleas'd the king beyond belief; 
Who cry'd, Tis curſed hard that age 
hould drive ſuch leaders off the ſtage : 
Vhilſt other bruiſers die forgot, 

ternal youth ſhould be thy lot. 

When Neſtor ſhook his hoary locks, 
nd thus replies: Age, with a pox ! 
Will come apace : could I, forſooth, 
Recall the ſtrength I had in youth, 

When Ercuthalion I did thwack, 
de ſure I would that ſtrength call back; 
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But dear experience can't be gotten 

Till we're with tricks of youth half rotten : 

The young are fitteſt for the field, 

But to the old in council yield, 

Tho' now my fighting bears no price, 

Yet I can give you rare advice, 

Fight you and ſcuffle whilſt you're young, 

My vigour centers in my tongue : 

I would do more to ſhew my love, 

But can no other weapon move. 

With joy great Agamemnon heard 

This doughy knight o'th* grizzle beard, 
He left him then, becauſe he had 

No time to ſpare, things look'd but bad: 

When, lo! he found Meneſttteus 

In a moſt lamentable fuſs, 

His potlid he could not explore, 

Becauſe *twas hid behind the door : 

Searching about his tent all round him, 

The gen'ral left him, where he found him, 
Next ſpy'd Ulyſles at his ſtand ; 

Th' old buffs were under his command 

Idle they lay at diſtance far, 

Nor knew a word about the war : 

Atrides ſaw them playing pranks, 

And all diforder'd in their ranks ; 

Which made him in a mighty paſſion: 

The poor Ulyſſes fall ſlap daſh on: 
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I thought, you Mr. Slight-of-Hand, 
Had known much better than to ſtand 
Picking your fingers, whilſt the reſt 
Are forc'd to box their very beſt, 1 
and make a marvellous reſiſtance | 
To keep theſe Trojan whelps at diſtance ; 
la time of peace you're much reſpeted, _, © ö 
And never at our feaſts neglected; | | 
You're firſt i'th' liſt when J invite, 

And therefore ſhould be firſt in fight, 

The ſage Ulyſſes, with a bluſh, 
Returns for anſwer, Huſh, huſh, huſh : 
If you ſpeak loud, the Trojans hear ; 
Not that we care, what need we fear ? 
But I'm perſuaded you'll e're long, 
Wiſh you had kept that noiſy tongue 
Betwixt your teeth, nor let it paſs 
To tell us all you're half an aſs; 

Why, can't you ſee we're ready booted, 
And I've juſt got my jacket clouted ? 
Without your keeping ſuch a coil, 
Ten minutes fits us for our broil 

Give you the word, and we'll obey, 

at quarter-ſtaff or cudgel play; 

When we begin, perhaps I'll do 

duch wonders as may frighten you, 

Well ſaid, Ulyſſes, cries the king, 
(A little touch'd'tho' with the ſting 
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Of this rum ſpeech) I only fear'd, 

To catch my warrior off his guard ; 

But am rejoic'd to find thee ſteady, 

For broils and wenching always ready : 
He ſaid, and paſs'd to Diomede, 

And caught him faſt aſleep in bed. 


put a 


e ff 
lay, 


or o 
To w! 


Zoons ! quoth the king, I thought Tydide, “ 
The man in whom my greateſt pride is, bo 
Might abſent been perhaps a whoring, leon 
But little dreamt to catch him ſnoring : 4 trit 
Doſt thou not hear the Trojans rattle ? ut I 
Already they've begun the battle. nd te 
Not ſo thy father none could doubt him, WM © 
He long e're this had laid about him; 3 
. Had gi'n the Trojans ſuch a drubbing, th 1 
As would have ſay'd a twelvemonth's ſcrub- ﬀſ'**® 
bing : wok 
*Tis known he was a lad of wax, [er 
Let bellum be the word, aut pax. 1 lo 
He was indeed, of ftature ſmall, | loor 
But then in valour he was tall. G00 
I ſaw him once, twas when he ſtray'd kan 
To Polinice's houſe for aid : oy 
Troopers he beg'd, and ſtrait we gave em; l 
But Jove ſent word he ſhould not have em: ,“ 
With long-tail'd comets made ſuch rout, J «p 
That we cen let him go without, 4 0 
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ut after that, I know it fact, 
e fifty bluſt'ring bullies thwack'd : 
ay, hold, I fib, twas forty-nine ; 
or one he ſav'd, a friend of mine, 
Wo witneſs that the tale was trae, 
lc *twould have been believ'd by few. 
o' two bold bruiſers led them on, 
lon and ſturdy Lycophon, 
etrim'd their jackets ev'ry one. 
ut I muſt tell you in this caſe, 
nd tell you flatly to your face, 
nce our affairs ſo ill you handle, 
ou're hardly fit to hold his candle. 
ith rage and grief T ydides ſtung, 
cratch'd his rump raw, yet held his tongue; 
wyok' d by this abuſive knight 
0 ſcratch the place that did not bite: 
t ſo the ſon of Capaneus ; 
e ſoon began to play the duce : 
Good Mr. Chief, if you would try 
0 ſpeak the truth, you would not lye ; 
ke other mortals tho' we reſt, 
Fell box it with the very beſt ; 
1o' we, I ſay, and I'm no puter, 
the compariſon can't ſuffer ; 
«I inſiſt it is not fair, 
ne ſons with fathers to compare. 
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But pray, Sir, venture to be juſt, 
And, when you think, I'm ſure you muſt, 
Spite of your wrath, be forc'd to ſay 
We know to fight as well as they: 
And give me leave, Sir, to aſſure ye, 
Our arm's as ſtrong, tho leſs our fury. 


Againſt proud Thebes our fathers fail'd 
With half their force the ſons prevail'd ; 


Our fathers ſuffer'd in their ſhoes, 


And dy'd like damn'd blaſpheming Jews; 

But Jupiter himſelf ſtood by us, 

Becauſe he found the ſons more pious; 

Therefore, in ſpite of all your airs, 

Our broils have made more noiſe than their 
To him, Tydides, ceaſe, my *ſquire, 

To wrangle thus, and curb thy fire, 

Thy betters know the anxious chief 

Is almoſt ſtarv'd for want of beef; 

No wonder then that he's ſo cruſty, 

*T would make or you or me ride reſty: 

But we will fight if he leads on, 

And ſecond him, my boy, ding dong: 

He ſpoke, and took a flying jump, 

And on the ground his breech came thump: 

But'ug he ſprang, and with a rattle, 

His *ſquire and he ruſh'd forth to battle; 

And, as they hurry'd to begin, 

Their buff-coats made a dreadful din : 
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As when the ſcavengers you meet, 
Prepar'd with brooms to ſower the ſtreet, 
With gentle pace at firſt they ſweep, 
And a flow lazy motion keep, 
'Till wave on wave creates a flood 
Of cabbage leaves and kennel mud ; 
But when the ſhovel plays its part, 
It mounts aloft, and fills the cart; 
do the Greek ragged bands move on, 
The hindmoſt drive the front along; 
No ſound thro' all the ranks you hear, 
Except the general chance to ſwear : 
March and be d-— d, the chief would ſay, 
And filent all the troops obey. 
Not ſo the Trojans empty ſculls, 
Their noiſe exceeded Baſan's bulls; 
do many diff*rent ſhires, when ſquabb'ling 
Like Welch and Scotch, muſt make rare 
gabb'ling : 
To it they fall, a Heathen ſprite 
Heartens each army to the fight. 
Mars backs the Trojans, Pallas ſeeks 
To help her dear beloved Greeks ; 
Diſcord and terror rage in fight, 
attended by that ſpectre flight. 
Diſcord, the curſe of chriſtian nations, 
But moſt the bane of corporations; 
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When born, tho? ſmaller than a fly, 

In half an hour ſhe'll grow ſo high 
Her head will almoſt touch the ſky. 
Too often at a lord mayor's feaſt 

She comes, a moſt unwelcome gueſt ; 
To often drags both great and fmall, 
In heat of blood to * Wrangler's Hall; 


Where half their wealth is from 'em lugg', 


Before they find themſelves hum- bugg'd: 

Affliction brings both ſides to think, 

So down they friendly fit and oy. 

Vex'd they're drawn in to be employers, 

Of thieves, ſollicitors, and lawyers. 
Now bloody blews by ſcores are ſtruck, 

Yet not a man was ſeen to duck : 

A noiſe of ſhouts and grumbling ſpreads, 

From luckleſs knaves with broken heads: 

With blood of noble captains wounded, 


Ten million ants and grubs were drowned, 


As from a brewer's fink, a torrent 
Comes with a moſt prodigious current, 
And roaring with amazing force 

Bears down in its reſiſtleſs courſe 

Stale radiſhes, bruis'd mint, and fennel, 
Nor ſtops *till it has reach'd the kennel ; 
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do theſe two crowds each other joſtle, 

and *twixt 'em make a dreadful buſtle, 
The bloody fray is firſt begun, 

y chatt'ring Neſtor's ſawcy ſon ; 
chepolus by chance was nigh, 

\t whom he let his broomſtick fly ; 

ſpon the nob it hit him full, 

20il'd his beſt hat, and crack'd his ſkull ; 
Down on the ground he tumbl'd ſowſe, 

ke tiles from Whitheld's meeting-houſe : 
Ur, like an ancient country ſteeple, - 
hat tumbling frights both prieſt and people; 3 
Then Elpenor, a crack'd-brain'd fellow, 


/hoſe coat was red, and waiſtcoat yellow, 


ſtaring, gaping, hair-brain'd prig, 
Itempts to ſteal his hat and wig ; 

it, as he ventur'd forth his hand, 

o draw the plunder off the ſand ; 
ywcing himſelf at his rare luck, 
genor's broomſhaft reach'd his pluck : 
s potlid left his ſide unguarde 

nd ſo the puppy got rewarded : 

e falls, and ſprawls about in blood, 

id fills his mouth with dirt and mud. 
Now Greeks and Trojans round him flock, 
id lend each other many a knock : 

de ſharpeſt weapon foremoſt put, 

id ftrive to rip each other's gut. 
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Simoiſius, a lovely boy, * 

As any you ſhall find in Troy: 

On Ida's fide his mother bore 

The bantling, near Simois' ſhore ; 

And from that river, now ſo fam'd, 

Her darling Simoiſius nam'd. 

Great Ajax took him for his mark, 

And quickly chaunch'd the luckleſs ſpark; 

For ſhame, you lubber ! thus to catch 

A harmleſs boy, not half your match : 

But honeſt Ajax ever thought, 

*T was all the ſame, if he but fought: 

Let him but go, away he ſtalks, 

And ſtrikes at reeds as well as oaks, 

Thus the unlucky younker fell, 

But how, he never yet could tell. 

Like a tall tree, that Farmer Bates 

Cuts down to mend his rotten gates, 

With a huge ſquaſh its branches all 

Get ſorely rumple'd by the fall; 

So this poor boy, in tumbling down, 

Loft a good wig, and bruis'd his crown. 
At Ajax then Antiphus throws 

His ſtaff, but how, he hardly knows : 

In ſuch a hurry are ſome widgeons, 

They kill jack-daws inſtead of pidgeons: 

Such a ſtrange blund'ring fellow this is; 

He lam'd the fav'rite of Ulyſles, 
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ſt as he ſtooping was to catch 


bor Simmey's potlid and his watch. 


Wiſes was confounded mad, 
0 ſee his fav'rite fare ſo bad : - 
We: (wore a little, that's the truth, 


-w 


ok'd mighty big, and froth'd at mouth; 
hen ſudden from the ranks ſteps out, 
n'd with a broomſhaft firm and ſtout : 


makes a feint to fetch a ſtroke, 
t firſt he turns with cautious look; 


vin *twas twenty ton of bullets, 
ay the maſſy broomſtick goes, 

| carries dread to all the foes: 
reach'd a huge fat-gutted fellow, 
all the world like Punchinello : 
was old Priam's jolly fon, 

Y good a mark for ſword or gun; 
s a treble place he fill'd, 

25 three to one he muſt be kill'd: 


made, with his amazing back, 
earth juſt like a nutſhel crack; 
ſhook the globe to the centre ſo, 
Pluto ſent a ſprite to know 
reaſon why theſe ſons of men 
urb'd him in his footy den; 


—_ 


en cries, Have at your whoring gullets ; 


un tumbl'd he, with ſuch a thwack, 
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For nodding on his red-hot throne, 


They'd like to've brought him headlong doyn | 


The Trojans look'd a little black, 
And 'gan to ſhew the Greeks their back; 
E'en Hector's ſelf, with ſullen pace, 
Retreats, bum foremoſt, from his place: 
The reſt all tumble helter-ſkelter, 

And run juſt where they could for ſhelter; 
_ Whilſt the victorious Greeks preſs on, 
And pick their pockets when they're down, 

When Phoebus ſaw them run this pace, 

He quick unmaſk'd his fiery face; 

And hollo'ing from the Trojan wall, 

As loud as ever he could bawl, 

Cries, Halt, ye whelps ! and ftrive to fave 
The little credit that you have: 

Turn back, and make the Grecians feel; 
They are not made of braſs or fteel : 
Achilles ſwears he'll fight no more, 

For Gen'ral Rogue, or Madam Whore ; 
Then what the devil makes ye run, 
Unleſs to get well drubb'd for fun ? 
What ſcurvy knave could thus amuſe ye, 
When ſcarce a ſingle ſoul purſues ye? 
Thus Phoebus from the Trojan walls, 
Their almoſt fainting hearts recalls : 
Pallas hears all, and quickly ftarts up, 

To back the Greeks, and keep their hearts! 


% 
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Diores next ; the ſun can't ſhine 

Upon a nobler than his line: 
A lord he was, or earl, or duke, 
But which I have not time to look; 
Yet could not all his titles rare, 
Defend him from the chance of war: 
One Pirus threw a ragged ſtone, 
Which forely bruis'd his huckle bone; 
Depriv'd of power to make reſiſtance, 
He begs of all his peers aſſiſtance: 
But, amongſt all the valiant rout, 
The de'el a man durſt venture out ; 
Cauſe they were wanted at a pinch, 
No ſingle ſoul would ſtir an inch. 
But whilſt they wrangled which ſhould go, 
My lord got pelted by the foe; 
Had he been driving all before him, 
As ſurely as his mother bore him, 
With eager haſte, theſe valiant ſouls, 
Had back'd his good ſucceſs in ſhoals ; 
But when they faw he could not ſtand, 
Not one would lend a helping hand: 
And ever ſince, this rule is held 
Mongſt lords at court, tho? not i'th? field. 

Thoas beheld*this Thracian chief, 
Looking as fierce as roaſt bull beef: 
Thinks to himſelf, young gentleman, 
A knock I'Il fetch you, if I can, 
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He then a-well-aim'd broomſtick throws, 
Which bruis'd his breaft, and broke his noſe: 
With ſuch a rattle was it thrown, 

It quickly brought the varlet down. 

The Thracian buffs, their leader tumbl'd, 
. In a great paſſion fought and grumbl'd, 
And kept up ſuch a woeful racket, 
That Thoas durſt not ſteal his jacket; 
And tho' he caſt aſquint his eyes, 

He trudg'd away without his prize. 

Thus fell two * knights, the one of Thrace, 
The other of fome other place. | 
By fate of war, moſt ſtrangely jumbl'd, 
The conq'rers with the conquer'd tumbl'd. 
Had you been hung up by a thread, 


But fifty yards above their head, 
Or plac'd behind a good ſtrong wall 
In which there was a little hole, 
T he art of war you might have ſeen, A 
And wiſer than before have been. 50 
Thus fought the troops with might and main; * 
Some fell, ſome ſtood to fight again. H 
W 
— ware knights of the Bl 3 


Ram, or ſome ſuch noble order; which is no ob- 
jection to their being lords likewiſe, 
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P74 T A5 who on the Grecian ſide is, 


Supports the caurage of Tydides, 
Aud quickly made the varlet ſaund, 
By bathing well an ugly wound 
With ſalt and water, which betwixt 
Her legs ſhe carried, ready mixt: 
With the ſame tuff ſhe waſh'd one eye 
So clear, that he the gods could by. 
But hart, ſays ſhe, a word between us 
Pray mate a thruſt at none but Venus: 
PII give you leave her buff to enter, 
But don't on any others venture ; 
m9 
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Ner ſhall you that fly gypſie nick, 
Miih any weapon but your =— ſlick, 


Two Trojans now come en with ſpeed, 
To box this bully Diomed. 
The firſt is quickly tumbPd down, 
And t'sther would have follow'd ſ10n, 
But Venus coming in the nick, 
Her baſtard ſawd, but got a prick 
In her ſoft hand, which made her roar ; 
She ner felt ſuch a prick before. 
Apollo runs to help her out, © 
And luggs Æncas from the rout. 
Mars, finding all the Trojans ſlack, 
Claps bully Hector on the back. 
Eneas tur'd, returns to battle, 
And makes the Grecian doublets rattle, 
IVhilf great Sarpedon in this fuſs, 
Kills the foul-mouth'd Tlepolemus : 
Pallas and Juno come from heav'n, 
And find affairs at fix and ſeven : 
Diom. they fend *gain/t Bully Mars; 
He wounds his godſhip in the a---c, 
Tho made wnore noiſe by far with roaring, 
Than the whole bench of judges ſnoring, 
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ND now this ſcratching kicking jade, 

By poets call'd the martial maid, 
Finding the fray would ſoon begin, 
Brought Diomed a dram of gin 
From her own caſe of heavenly liquor, 
Which made his ſpirits flow much quicker, 
And ſwell'd his courage up ſo high 
That all his comrades ſtanding by 
deem'd each no bigger than a rat, 
And he a ſwinging tabby cat: 
That he might ſee the foe to handle, 
dhe in his beaver ſtuck a candle; 
Which made him cut a dreadful figure, 
And look at leaſt twelve inches bigger: 

H 3 
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Againſt his ſandy pate this light 

Shin'd with a flame ſo fierce and bright, 

That by the people it was ſaid 

The dog-ſtar was not half ſo red: 

But the true caſe is this, the punk 

Had made the bullying ſcoundrel drunk, 

Which fill'd the knave fo full of ite, 

His ſandy pate ſeem'd all on fire ; 

'Thus, with a face as red as ſcarlet, 

Upon the foe ſhe drove the varlet. 

'Two ſons of Dares, hopeful lads, 

Both fav'rites of their good old dads, 

/\n honeſt ſoul that lov'd a full can, 0 

And was high prieſt to limping Vulcan, 
The god of theſe il|-looking fellows, 
That ply the forge, and blow the bellows; 

A ſwarthy, ſweaty race of men, 

Call'd blackſmiths now, as well as then; 
In Vulcan's church the good old wight 
Smoak'd a dry pipe from morn to night : 
But as the boys had got no voice 
For ſinging pſalms, he gave em choice, 
Whether they'd go to th' wars a fighting, 
Or ſtay at home and mind their writing. 
The firſt they choſe, and now for fame 
Reſolv'd at 'I'yd. to take their aim; 
When Phegeus, as their cart drew nigh, 
That inſtant let his broomſtick fly; 
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But by good luck it only tipt 
The ſhoulder's point, and off it ſlipt 
Without much harm: 'Tydides now 
A ſwinging, knotty broomſhaft threw, 
Which gave his ſtomach ſuch a thump, 
As fell'd the lad upon his rump. 
Ideus then was glad to run, 
And leave Yth' lurch his mother's fon ; 
Tho', had not limping, Vulcan taken 
Some pains to ſave the ſtripplings bacon, 
His running. could not, I aſſure ye, 
Have ſav' d him from the Grecian's fury; 
(For Tyd. could run, in time of need, 
What jockies call a helliſn ſpeed). 
But he ſo ſafe the younker put, 
Within a cloud as black as ſoot, 
The Greek might, e're he found his prize out, 
Have ſtar'd a dozen pair of eyes out; 
Reſoly'd.no longer then to blunder, 
He ſeiz'd the cart for lawful plunder 
And all recov'ry to prevent, 
Diſpatch'd the booty to his tent. 
The Trojans in a dreadful fright, 
Finding that one was vaniſhed quite, 
Swore that the dog had beat one brother, 
And for his breakfaſt eat the other. 

Meanwhile Minerva, never fick 
Of playing Troy _ ſlipp'ry trick; 
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For by the ſequel you will find 

Paris was ever in her mind : 

Although ſhe was of wiſdom goddeſs, 
Yet what to me moſt ſtrange and odd is, 
To be the wiſeſt would not do, 

But ſhe muſt be the prettieſt too : 


This claim the ſex aſſert, and ſtill 


Wiſdom gives way to woman's will. 
Her head was now of crotches full, 
How to hum Mary's leaden ſkull ; 
Quoth ſhe, and graſp'd his clumſey fiſt, 
(Certain to lead him where ſhe lift) 

O thou that ſet'ſt the world by th' ears, 
And bring'ſt them into quaking fears, 
Let all theſe hangdogs fight it out, 

And Jove decide th* end o'th* rout ! 
Let us march off, for if we ſtay * 

He ſwears he'll drive us both away ; 

And you well know in what queer faſhion 
He uſes people in his paſſion : 

And faith *twould be a queeriſh jeſt, 

For us two mungrels to conteſt. 

With him, who, at a ſingle kick, 
Can ſend all heaven to Old Nick: 


"Theſe words took down the cut-throat's 


mettle, 
And made his boiling gizzard ſettle, 
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On this they jointly ply'd their ſhanks, 
And quickly reach'd the river's banks ; 
Where down they fat, to hear the moans 
Of batter'd ſculls and broken bones. 
Meantime the furious Grecians follow 
The. Trojans with a whoop and halloo, 
Who having loft their bully, Mars, 
Got ev'ry man a kick o'th' a--- : 
Nay,. Fame, who all men's buſineſs knew, 
Says ev'ry Grecian drub'd his two, 5 
Firſt Odius tumbled in the dirt; 
He blam'd that rogue Atrides for't : 
In his old cart he thought to fly 
But the bluff Greek was got too nigh ; 
His knotty broomſtick reach'd his back, 
And lent him ſuch a thund'ring thwack 
As made him with a vengeance feel, 
And fell'd him headlong o'er the wheel. 

Pheſtus, old farmer Dorus' ſon, 
Saw it was time for him to run, 
But thought it the moſt prudent part 
To carry off his horſe and cart; 
So ſtrove to mount, when in the nick 
Idomeneus ſent his ſtick, 
With ſuch a rattle did it come, 
It brought him ſquaſh upon his bum, 

Scamandrius then, a huntſman good 
As ever drove thro' plain or Wood, 

Hs 
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Next tumbled down: Diana taught 


This ſwain how ſnipes and hares are caught; 


How in a ſearcity of cats, 
To clear folks“ barns from mice and rats, 
By ſetting traps, and that way rout em, 
Or with a croſs- bow he could ſhoot 'em ; 
Yet at this criſis all Nis art 
Doth not avail a ſingle — ; 
'The cuckold “ fet-h'd him ſuch a ſtroke 
As half his ribs and back-bone broke: 
Down came pilgarlick with a bang, 
And loud his copper potlid rang. 

Then Pherocles, a good mechanic, 
Seiz'd with a Preſton-panith panic, 
Ran ſtoutly, which Merion eyeing, 
With his rough broomſtick ſhot him flying. 
For building huts, and boats, and lighters, 
The de'el a loon among theſe fighters 
Could be compar'd to Pherocles : 
He beat a thouſand ſuch as theſe. | 
The boat he built, each plank and piece, 
T hat carried Paris o'er to Greece ; 
But little thought that he was doing 
A job that ended in his ruin. 
The broomſnaft bruis'd his hip or thigh, 
No matte: which to you or I. 
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Antenor's bye-blow next ſucceeds, 

And by a mighty mopſtick bleeds : 

Though ftrange, Antenor's wife, 'tis known, 
Nurs'd this. young baſtard like her own, 
'T'was labour loſt, for Meges ſoon, 

With an old mopftick brought him down. 
Whiz through the air the weapon flew, | 
And hit his jaws with aim ſo true t 


It made him bite his tongue in two. | 
Hypenor, who was far too good 0 
To live among ſo vile a brood, 11 
Wa curate to Scamander's flood, | | 
Near which his houſe and garden ftood, , * 
Where, by the help of gentle ſhow'rs | | 
He rais'd green peas and collyflow'rs ; . 
Euripilus his ſhoulder ſtruck, | 
And lent him a confounded knock; 
Which glancing downward bruis'd his hand, 
And holy blaod dropped o'er the land. 
The curate's pray'rs, though very good, 
Could not prevent his loſing blood. 
Thus each man labour'd in his poſt ; * 
But Diomed- ſtill rul'd the roaſt : 
Like Jack with lanthorn, ev'ry where 
He ſkip'd about; now here now there: 
If they won't fight, their ſteps he traces 
And kicks their bums, or ſcrats their faces: 
H 6 
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Thus, when a haſty ſhower comes down + T 
Upon a ſneaking taylor's crown, Cor 
The ftream a mighty world annoys, The 
And ſwarms of nits and lice deſtroys; The 
Waſhes the louſy varlet clean, And 
And nits and lice have bred in vain: Ine 
Juſt ſo this bully Greek, for fun, C 
Kick'd the poor rogues by dozens down. Wit 
Now Pandarus was ſtung to th' quick Of 
To ſee the knave thus bounce and kick, Tis 
With all his might his bow he bent, 1 
And a ſharp- pointed arrow ſent, 2 Ani 
Which lent his ſhoulder ſuch, a thump, Inſte 
As made the buſy varlet jump: Mig 
One hair-breadth further had he ſhot, If & 
The Greek had ſurely gone to pot z The 
When Pandarus, brimful of joy, ä ind 
Rears out, Loqk here, ye ſons of Troy, Fron 


And view this mighty Grecian fighter ; 
I've made the dog ſome ounces lighter : 
Kill him, if you dare venture near him; 
But as it is you need not fear him ; 

For what I've done will ſurely fell him, 
Or Phoebus lyes, and that I'll tell him. 
The Lycian boaſted thus his might; 

He boafted, but it prov'd a bite : 

For Diom. when he felt it ſmart, 

Pop'd down, and ran behind his cart : 


Fl 
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Then call'd his coachman, Hark ye, Sirrah, 
Come here, and lug me out this arrow. 
The coachman twitch'd his thong about 
The arrow's head, and whip'd it out; 
And then the bully on his bare 
Kneppers knelt down, and roar'd a pray'r: 
O, Virgin Pallas, wiſe and bold, 
Wich whom no brim dare kick and ſcold! 
Of thee the men are ſo afraid, A 
Tis ten to one thoul't die a maid ; 
for who the pox would venture near 
A ninble-fiſted vixen, where, 
Inſtead of kiſſes, he, perhaps, 
light get a dowſing flap o'th' chaps. 
fe er thou help'd my good old dad, 
Vhen his affairs were bitter bad, - 
and often favour'd his eſcape, 
From many. a broil and drunken ſcrape ; 
Prythee bring help, and cure this ſcratch, 
nd make thy buck an over match. 
For that damn'd ſcrub, that dares pretend 
0 wound the blood that you defend. 
No ſooner had he ceas'd to bawl, 
but Pallas,. ready at his call, 
Vith warm ſalt water, full as good 
V Rock's beſt ſtyptic, ſtopt the blood; 
N finding that it made him grin, 
e gave him t'other dram of gin: L 


— 
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This ſwell'd him up to ſuch a pitch, 
That now he felt his finger itch 

To try his luck at cudgel play, 

Or quarter- ſtaff, or any way: 

Be bold, ſays Pall, where' er thou go'ſt, 
And of this dram pray make the moſt; 
There's ſo much virtue in't, that thou 
Both gods and mortal ſcrubs ſhall view; 
(For nothing clears the ſight from gum, 
Like a good dram of. gin or rum) 
Shun all their godſhips if you can, 
They'll prove too many for meer man; 
But if you meet the whoring goddeſs, 
Ram thy ſtiff weapon through her boddice; 


Take care you come not near her thighs, 


For there a dang' rous mouſe- trap lies: 
Though I am ſore afraid you'll: miſs her, 
And 'ftead of fighting long to kiſs her; 
But if you prove ſo mighty civil, 
Myſelf will ſend you to the devil. 
When ſhe appears, don't gaping ſtand, 
But uſe the tool you have in hand; 

If you grope cut for any other, 

Don't think that I my rage will ſmother; 


you myſelf, you whoring whelp. 
ink not I threaten what I won't 
Perform; for ſplit me if I don't; 


| Dry inſtead of lending help, 
Dr 
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Then tuck'd her coats up, and beftrode 


{ Her broomftick, and away ſhe rode. 
As on a chop, when hunger calls, 

A needy half-pay enſign falls, 

If the ſmug waiter ſtumbling leaves 

Some drops of greaſe upon his ſleeves, 

He ſwears and raves in direful note 

For ſpoiling of his ſcarlet coat ; 

The trembling waiters dare not ſtay, 

But nimbly take themſelves away, 

Afraid of drubbing, kicks, or cuffing, 


And leave the dreadful captain huffing : 


Juſt ſo Tydides fights and bluſters, 
And Trojans run, and fall in cluſters ; 
Before, one ſerv'd his turn; but now 
His mighty fury kicks down two; 
But how he manag'd it, and whether 
He kick'd with both his legs together, 
| cannot ſay, but very ſoon 
He kick'd a brace of Trojans down 
The one was called Aſtynous, 
An honeſt cock, and one of us; 
Hypenor was the other's name, 
A mighty lover of that ſame : 
Theſe left, he took the other kick 
And ſent two others to Old Nick; 
Sons of Eurydamas ky were, 
Who was a fortune-teller rare; 

* 


_ _ — — — 


1 
14 

% 
| i 


— — 


160 TER FIFTH BOOK or 


Whilſt men conſult for ſtolen horſes, 
He took good care to ſteal their purſes ; 
- Yet could he not by magic read 
This bluſt'ring rogue, this Diomed, 
, Should drub his ſons; ſo this clean birch 
Was by the devil left i'th lurch, 
Who did not give one hint that he 
The lads again ſhould never ſee. 
Thus ſwimmingly the knave went on, 
And kill'd two birds with every ſtone. 
Xanthus the next he laid a blow on, 
And then knock'd down his brother Thoon, 
The only ſons of aged Phænops, 
Who got much pelf by brown and green hops; 
But ſuffering both to liſt for rangers, 
His ſhop and goods now go to ſtrangers. 
As when a lordly bailiff ſtands. 
With dreadful writs in both his hands, 
Poets by pairs he firſt falls on, 
And pulls them from their garrets down; 
So he two fellows, Priam's ſons, | 
Fell'd with one ſtroke upon their bums, 
ZEneas ſaw his townsfolk bleed, 
Or run away from Diomed.. 
Which made him ſharply look. about 
To find the brawny Pand'rus out, 
To whom the canting Trojan cries, 
I'm glad I've found you, ſmite my eyes; 


- 
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Thoſe darts of yours, and that long bow, 
May do a deal of ſervice now ; 
That curſed rogue for godſake maul, 
Elſe he will bruiſe and lame us all; 
Some angry god's perhaps come down 
To drub the people of our town, 
Becauſe we could not pay our vows, 
For want of ſheep, and bulls, and cows 
If it be ſo, we'll then intreat him, 
But if he prove a man let's beat him: 
The Lycian thus, If I can ſee, 
Tis Diomede : by Jove, ?tis he 
Or elſe it is ſome god of note 
That wears that ſcoundrel's greaſy coat; 
If it's the man, ſome damn'd old bitch, 
A Lancaſhire or Lapland witch, 
Preſerves-the: dog, and out of ſpite 
Helps him to bourice, and kick, and fight: 
| ſhot a dart, with aim as true 
\; in my life I ever drew; 
It gave his ſhoulder ſuch a thump, 
| aw the ſcurvy raſcal jump; 
but ſome curſt Lapland witch, indeed, 
llath ſtood his friend in time of need, 
and out of ſpite, I thank her for't, 
las made my arrow's point ſtop ſhort. 
wing a little ſkill, you know, 
it ſhooting pidgeons with my bow, 
- 


Becauſe, my friend, I could not ſay, 


Should not your paſtures prove extenſive, 


* 
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I thought it beſt on foot to come, in 
And leave my cart tits all at home, V. 
Not but of carriages I've plenty; a 
I've got the better half of twenty. Pra 

| Th 


My goot old daddy, for his part, 
Perſwaded me to truſt the cart: | 
Says he; If hap your ſpits don't gore em, 
Youſll break their legs by driving o'er em: 
But I, to ſaving fchemes inclin'd, 
Th' old feHow's council did not mind, 
Turn'd up my noſe with ſcorn, and ſo 
Reſolv'd to truſt my faithleſs bow, 


If corn was cheap with you, and hay; 


To pay for corn would be expenſive; _ 
So, like an aſs, at Troy you find me, 
My cart and horſes left behind me. 
With this damn'd bow, a plague confound en, 


T only ſcratch, but cannot wound.'em ; Rull 
Wounding is not a taſk ſo eaſy, As i 
Their buff-coats are ſo helliſh greaſy : You 
I could, as ſure as I was born, Beſi 
Find in my heart to break the horn: Sho! 
A luckleſs dog! to touch your ſhore, Wit 
And not provide myſelf good ſtore 0 

* 


Of broomſticks, half a ſcore or more; 
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Ind a great banging potlid too; 

['ve three at home, as good as new. 
Eneas anſwers, Fye for ſhame; 

Pray don't your bow and arrows blame, 


They're Phoebus gift; with theſe you may 


At diſtance ducks and wild-geete {lay ; 

They have their uſes let me tell ye, 

When timber's wanting for the belly: 

And how, if we would play the duce, 

The cart and horſes are for uſe. 

Then, prythee, on the box do you 

Nimbly mount up, and drive jehu : 

Theſe little tits of mine, I'm ſure, 

Can trot eleven miles an hour, 

Myſelf will bid the ſcoundrel ſtand, 

And box the raſcal hand to hand ; 

Or if you chuſe that I ſhould flog 

The horſes, you may box the dog 
Pand'rus replies, without more tattle, 

Rule you your own celeſtial cattle; 

As for my driving, 'tis a jeſt, 


You ſure muſt know to guide 'em beſt ; 


beſides, if hap that you and I 


Should ſcamper, you can make them fly; 


With me if reſty they ſhould grow, 
He might demoliſh us you know: 

Do you be coachman then, and I 
The mettle of this whelp will try. 
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Not 
Thus having ſtated the account, rl 
The cart then inſtantly they mount ; The 


With furious haſte they drive the cattle, 
And thund'ring ſeek the thickeſt battle; 
Tydides' ſquire, with half an eye, 
Quickly perceiv'd 'em drawing nigh ; 
Then cries, Brave Diomede, I ſee 
Two luſty lubbers aim at thee ; 
One is the ſon of old Lycaon, 
T'other of him that us'd to lay on 
The goddeſs Venus: what's his name? 
Anchiſes.----Right, the very ſame. 
Enough in conſcience have you done ; 
Whilſt we've good ſtart, e'en let us run: 
Saving your bacon is the way 
To fave us all another day. 

 Tydides ſtar'd, and cry'd, What now, 
Pray what's the matter, friend, with you ? 
When Agamemnon only told you 
We durſt not fight, I could not hold'you; 
You kick'd, and danc'd, and bounc'd; and 

ſwore, . 

And ſcolded like a butter whore : 
I little thought my bold bell-weather 
Had ſince got ſhod with running leather; 
Or that he in the leaſt could hope 
I'd run away like Johney Cope: 
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Not I, by Jove; for all their bouncing, 
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[ll give their rogueſhips ſuch a trouncing, 


They ſhall be glad, for all their pother, 
By leaving one to ſave the other. 
[ve either got a ſecond ſight, 
Or elſe a quaker's inward light, 
Which tells me I ſhall lap the chaps 
Of one-of theſe, or both perhaps : 
fit ſhould happen in the jumble, 
hat both theſe fighting fellows tumble, 
from my ſoul I wiſh they may, 
lind you remember what I ſay: 
ly horſes to my cart-tail tyes 
ou'll hear my reaſon by and by; 
Then in the empty carriage get you, 
nd drive as if the devil ſplit you 
Vown to the boats.----/Eneas brag 
Europe cannot match theſe nags : 
we gave 'em to the duke of Troy, 
kcauſe he ſtole h's little boy: 
ulders or Conqueror cannot 
Uop ſo faſt as they can trot ; 
te ſwifteſt tits of earthly ſeed, 
ompar'd with theſe are dung-cart breed. 
ichiſes, like a cunning elf, 
ought mares to cover for himſelf ; 
ur in his ſtalls are feeding now 


i barley-ftraw, beſides theſe two 
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That drew Eneas; could we catch em r 
Not all our Grecian ſcrubs can match 'em. Ma; 
Whilſt thus they talk'd, they both came on, 
And Pandarus the firſt begun : 
Well met, my buff, but hit or miſs, 
P11 try again, ſo take you this: 
Where my unlucky bow fell ſhort, 
My ſtick ſhall have a tryal for't ; 
Then threw his ſtaff ; the ſudden ſtroke 
Quite through and through the potlid broke 
But, guided by the goddeſs Luck, 
It in his greaſy buff belt ſtuck. 
I've ſous'd him now, the Lycian cries ! 
Not yet, the ſurly Greek replies : 
Your ſtick has bilk'd your fiſt, fo now 
Pl let you feel what mine will do: 
If one or both I do not ſouſe, 
| Minerva's dram's not worth a louſe 
He ſaid, and riſing on his toes, 
_ Lent him a dowſe a-croſs the noſe ; 
Betwixt his eyes the ſtaff drove in, 
And bruis'd both noſe, and mouth and chin 
With ſuch a rattle from the cart 
He fell, as made the horſes ſtart ; 
Earth groan'd as ſhe receiv'd him tumbling 
And the foul left. the body * : 


e got 
Ne ma 
e hen 
ſoly'd 
His ſtaff Eneas durſt not ſend, tho 


But kept it ſafe to guard his friend; 


HOME RS ILIAD. 167 


WTurn'd it each way, and whip'd about, 
And kept a dev'liſh ſharp look out, 

or fear the Greeks ſhould ſteal away / 

is greaſy jacket as he lay; 
and did ſo rave, and curſe, and ſwear, 
he de el a Grecian durſt go near; 
hen bold Tydides ſtooping down, 
Took up a large Scotch paving-ſtone, 
our modern beaus could hardly lift 
[his tone, though ſix might make a ſhift ; 
louriſh'd it round, away it goes 
ull at the bullying Trojan's jaws, 
ut tho' it did not reach ſo high, 8 


Vith ſuch a fury let it fly, 

wounded both his hip and thigh; 
he huckle bone was ſorely ſmaſh'd, 
nd head o'er heels the warrior daſh'd; 
WI: \wimming eyes perceiv'd a miſt, 

s ſwimming thighs were ſore bepiſt. 
death he'd ſure been overtaken, 
Venus had not ſay'd his bacon ; 

t, mindful of the many ſlices 

e got on Ida with Anchiſes, 

de many hours of pleaſing fun 

e ſpent at getting of this ſon, 

lolv'd, at any rate or coſt, 

ſhould not be ſo poorly loſt: 
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Behind my veil, where none can ſee us. 
Thinks ſhe, P11 hide this ſon Æneas. 
So whip'd him up, without delay, 

And trotted with her prize away. 

Now Sthenelous, the bully's carter, 
Remember'd what he heard that Tartar 
His maſter ſay, ſo quickly ty'd 
His geldings to his carriage fide ; 

Then running to the Trojan tits, 
Buckl'd the reins within the bits, 
Nor did he ſpare his whip or throat 
*Till he had reach'd his maſter's boat: 

To thee, Deipylus, he cries, 

I give in charge this mighty prize ; 
Then mounts his cart, and takes the rout 
To find his maſter kill-cow out. 

The bully when he found his prey 

Some how or other ſlip'd away, 

Says to himſelf this Madam Venus 

Has thrown a queeriſh cloud between us; 

And, by my ſneezing, ſure enough 

Tis duſt of Scotch or Spaniſh ſnuff; 

Should it be ſo, tho' faith it odd is 

For mortal man to thump a goddeſs, * 

Yet ſince ſhe does me ſo provoke, 

PI try if I can't get a ſtroke. 
This ſaid, he nimbly ran about 


To find this Madam Venus out; 
— 
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Through the thick ranks he boldly ventur'd, 
And with his tool the goddeſs enter'd : 
With ſuch a force he drove it in, 
It made the light-heel'd gypſie grin : 
Strait from the place where he did ſtick her 
There came a bright tranſparent liquor ; 
(Not ſuch queer ſtuff as lows in common, 
When pins are ſtuck into a woman) 
Help ! murder! murder! Venus crys out, 
Roaring as if ſhe'd roar her eyes out : 
The devil take this tearing blade ; 
Zoons, what a gap the dog has made 
If Jove protects theſe ſons of bitches, 
To treat us thus like Lapland witches, 
He'll firſt repent, for I know well, 
Give rogues an inch they'll take an ell: 
P've try'd em oft”, and find all yet 
Will ſqueeze as far as they can get. 
But what the moſt my mind doth ruMe, 
ve loſt my baſtard in the ſcuffle. N 
But Phoebus whip'd amongſt the croud, 
And wrapt him ſnug within a cloud. 

Tydides then was heard to ſay 
To Venus, as ſhe ran away: 

From broils like theſe you'd beſt forbear, 
Pray what the pox ſhould you do here ? 
Go tempt ſome bawdy judge or warden, 


Or mind your brims in Covent-Garden : 
I 


170 TuE FIFTH BOOK or 


Let the home thruſt you got to-day, 
each you from broils to keep away. 

Whilſt thus the Grecian chief did prate, 

Like drunken whores at Billinſgate, 

Poor Venus ran through all the crowd, 

As if by conſtables purſu'd ; 

When quickly Madam Iris miſt her, 

And flew like lightning to afliſt her; 

She found her in a bloody ſweat, 

Her ſmock from top to bottom wet : 

At firſt they thought away to fling it, 

Or, upon ſecond thoughts, to wring it; 

Becauſe the loſs of a good ſmock 

Would make a hole in Venus' ſtock, 

But had no time for either way, 

For Venus ſwore ſhe durſt not ſtay ; 

So with it cleaving round her thighs, 

Away to bully Mars ſhe flies ; 

Behind a ſutler's tent they found him, 

With twenty ſutler's wives around him, 

Drinking hot-pots with might and main, 

*Till all their noddles ſmoak'd again, 


And made fo thick a fog, that ſhe n 
The god at firſt could hardly ſee ; A 


Blubb'ring ſhe tells him ſhe is come 

To beg his car to drive her home ; 

'Then ſhews the place where Diomed 

Had puſh'd it home, and made her bleed; 
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Mars, lining, ftar'd and cock'd his eye, 
Then anſwer'd, Madam, zoons don't cry, 
You're welcome to my nags and cart ; 

I'll fetch 'em quickly, * d——n my heart: 
Iris, who farts ten thouſand colours, 

Can drive as ſmooth as Chelſea ſkullers. 
They mount ; the nimble horſes fly, 

And in a twinkling reach the ſky ; 

Where both alight, put up their ſteeds, 
Which Iris with new clover feeds ; 

When Venus to her mammy ran 

To make complaint about this man : 

She rais'd her in her arms, quite ſick, 
And aſk'd her where ſhe got that prick. 

No god, quoth ſhe, hath done this hurt, 
it was a thing made up of dirt; 

A mortal rogue, call'd Diomede, 

Has made the queen of beauty bleed; 
'Gainſt Troy they think they've ſo much odds, 
They'll fight both them, and all their gods. 

Dione thus, Have patience, daughter, 
Fretting will never mend the matter. 

The gods give plague enough to man, 
And they return it when they can ; 


The author could not help letting Mars talk in a ſoldier- 
like ite, | 
BH 
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E'en bully Mars himſelf lay bound 


For a whole twelvemonth under ground, 


Otus and Epialtus catch'd him, 

And both together over match'd him; 
And had not Erebcea ſpy'd him, 

And told it Hermes, who unty'd him, 
And ſlyly ſtole the whelp away, 

He'd been a pris'ner to this day; 

Nor could the ranting roaring elf, 
With all his bullying help himſelf. 
Amphytrion's ſawcy baſtard, you know 
Made a ſtrong puſh at madam Juno, 
And gave her as much pain, ſhe ſaid, 
As when ſhe loſt her maidenhead ; 
Nor could black Pluto, tho? a devil, 
Make bully Hercules be civil, 

But he, as antient ſtories tell, 

Kick'd this great devil out of hell, 
Who finding home was not ſecure 
From kicks and bruiſes, ran for cure 
To heaven, where Peon rub'd the chief 
With nothing but a plantain leaf, 
Which cur'd his batter'd ribs ſo well, 
He tript it back quite ſound to hell. 
This Diomed was urg'd by Pallas, 

Who cares not if he comes to th' gallowe, 
Nor heeds ſhe, be he Jew or Turk 
That undertakes her dirty work: 
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This Diomed ſhall never ſee 

A chatt'ring baſtard on his knee, 

To cry, when he has ceas'd to roam, 

O, mammy, here's my dad come home! 

For yet I ſay, this Diomede 

By ſome ſtrong- fiſted god may bleed; 

Then ſhall his wife, diſturb'd in ſleep, 

Drive all her maids about like ſheep, 

Shall rave, and roam, and rant, and roar, 

My ſtrong-back'd huſband is no more. 
This ſaid, ſhe ſquatted on her bum, 

And waſh'd the wounded palm in rum ; 

Then to the ſore apply'd anon, 

The drops of mighty Turlington. 

Juno and Madam Pallas were 

So pleas'd, they grin'd from ear to ear; 

When Pallas, full of fun and glee, 

Began a ſpeech with he', he', he”. 
“Venus, as haps to many a punk, 

Has been in ſuch a woeful funk, 

That how this ugly ſtroke befel her 

She hardly knows, ſo I muſt tell her 

As ſhe a country wench did teach 

Laſt night to ſcratch where't did not itch, 

By telling her what fun and joy 

The wenches have that live in Troy, 

The girls great clumſy girdle-buckle 

Rub'd all the ſkin 2 off her knuckle.“ 
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| Jove laugh'd, and with a merry face 
Calls out, Come here, you ſimple laſs ; 
In ſhoving matches you may ſhine, 
But don't in bruiſing matches join 
All day let Mars and Pallas fight, 
Your weapons handle beſt at night. 
Above ſtairs whilſt they chatted ſo, 
Tydides work'd their buffs below. 
As Venus was too ſwift to follow, 
He turn'd about to box Apollo, 
Hoping, if he could make him ſtop, 
He might by chance Æneas drop; 
Three ſtrokes he at Apollo makes, 
As oft the god his potlid ſhakes ; 
But. when he ſtruck again, the ſun 
With ſuch a noiſe a ſpeech begun, 
The ſawcy dog was glad to run. 


| 


You whelp, ſays he, you know the odds 


Betwixt your logger-heads and gods 
Is above ninety-nine to one; 

Then what the pox are you upon ? 
We are immortal, can't fee death, 


Whilſt you, like vermin, creep on earth, 


Till, having made a ſtinking rout, 

We clap our foot, and tread you out. 
Thus ſpake the god with fi'ry face; 

But T'yd. had wiſely left the place. 


of, 
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He then the Trojan quickly bore, 
Where two old women rub'd him o'er 
With pilgrim's ſalve to cure the ſprain, 
Which ſet him on his legs again, 
Strengthen'd each part, and heal'd the wound, 
And in ten minutes made him ſound, 
Mean time Apollo carv'd a face 
Of clouds to take /Eneas place ; 
The body, head, and arms, and legs, 
And jerkin, were as like as eggs. 
This phantom in the battle ſtood, . 
And fought as if *twere fleſh and blood ; 
But yet the de'el à foul could wound it, 
Tho? blodly blows were ſtruck around it. 
In the mean time, from Troy's high walls, 
To bluſt'ring Mars Apollo calls : 
Thou ſon of Jupiter, and his chief 
When he's a mind to do folks miſchief, 
Riſe up! and in thy fury ſeek 
To kill yond' harum ſcarum Greek. 
The whelp at Venus puſh'd, and hit her 
With a tool large enough to ſplit her; 
| But ſhe, in dangers ever calm, 
Receiv'd it in her ſweaty palm, 
Stop'd his long ſtaff in mid career, 
And made it ſpend its venom there. 
When his deſign on Venus miſt, 
At me the raſcal clench'd his fiſt, 


I 4 


170 Tus FIFTH, BOOK oy 


Nor do I make the leaſt diſpute, 
He'll box thy father Jove to boot, 
Away the battle-monger jogs, 
Reſolv'd to pelt theſe ſawcy dogs ; 
But e're the god began to buſter, 
He th&ught it beſt all hands to muſter ; 
Thoſe ſcatter'd rogues that ran away, 
He ſoon brought back, and made 'em ſtay ; 
Then flipping on bold Ac'ma's coat, 
He thus began to tune his throat: 

O Trojans, valiant ſons of Priam ! 
May I be ſhot to death if I am 
Not quite aſham'd to ſee all hands, 
Running away like ſtout train- bands: 


Our rogues don't make the leaſt reſiſtange, 


Yet we don't ſtir to give aſſiſtance; 
My patience is quite gone to ſee us: 
Conſider but how bold Aneas, + 
Tho' ſtout as Hector ev'ry bit, 

Is ſore bep---t, if not be----t, 


Thus, like an Indian prieſt, to th' top 


O'th' houſe he blew their courage up. 

Sarpedon felt the firſt great puff, 

And thus began to bounce and ſnuff : 
Hector, ſays he, I've heard you crack 

Vou would theſe Grecian's jackets thwack, 

Without the help of any others 

Except your baſtard- getting brothers, 
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But now I ſee, upon a pinch, 
The ſtouteſt of you all can flinch ; 
Can gaping ſtand, or run away, 
And leave to Heſſian troops the fray : 
It matters not a pinch of ſnuff | 
To me, my farm lies far enough 0 
From theſe damn'd plund'ring rogues in buff. 
I've plenty there of hay and corn, 
And a fine child as e'er was born; 
Beſides, as notable a wife 
As any man can for his life 
Wiſh to be plagu'd with, yet I chear 
My merry men to fight your war, 
And, like a buſy jackanapes, 
Buſtle to help you out of ſcrapes ; 
Though I have little cauſe to fret, 
From me a ſous they cannot get; 
But Hector idle ſtands, nor cares 
How it with other people fares. 
The bold at thy command, old boy, 
Will box their very beſt for Troy : 
Prithge look ſharp, and tell us how 
To bring ourſelves well off juſt now: 
Advance your bucks, ſhould Greece attack 
you, 
Depend we'll follow cloſe and back you. 
15 
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Hector made faces at this doſe ; 

The Lycian rub'd him up too cloſe ; 

Yet cooly took it in good part, 

And nimbly leap'd from off his cart; 

In either hand a ſtaff did ſhake, 

That made the boldeſt Grecian quake; 
Then turn'd his tatter'd rogues from flight, 


And led them on again to fight. 


They turn, look fierce, and ſcorn to flinch ; 
Nor will the Grecians budge an inch, 
As in a barn the chaff doth riſe, 

And fly about the thraſher's eyes, 

His well-worn doublet covers quite, 
And changes greaſy- brown to white; 
Or-as a cockney who attends 

His girl to ſee her country friends : 
The youth, to ſhew how well he rides, 
Canters along the poſt-chaiſe's ſides, 
Thro' clouds of duſt fo thick, that he 
His palfrey's ears can hardly ſee; 

And, e're he rides a mile, none knows 
The colour of his face or cloaths : 
Juſt ſo appear'd the Grecian forces, 
Cover'd with duſt by carts and horſes : 
Mars in the middle of 'em ſtood, 
With a huge potlid dawb'd in blood; 
And highly pleas'd he is to follow 

The taſk aſſign'd him by Apollo. 
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Soon as Minerva went away 

To drink her tea, and left the fray, 
Mars nick'd the time when ſhe was gone, 
To lead the fainting Trojans on; 

And then produc'd Æneas to 

His joyful friends in //atu quo, 

Attended by a dozen fellows 


That look'd as if they'd ſcap'd the gallows ; 


What way he came they little care, 

'T was joy enough to find him there. 
Fierce diſcord now began to grumble; 
Apollo made a fearful rumble ; 

Fame roar'd with all her hundred tongues ; 
Mars almoſt tore his brazen lungs : 

In ſhort, fo well they play'd the duce, 


The Grecians thought all hell broke looks, _ 


Tydides with great Ajax ſtood, 

Ulyiles too, all dawb'd with blood, 

So firm, you'd think, beſides the head, 

Their bodies too were wood or lead. 

The Grecians clos'd their files, and then 

Expect the foe, like Engliſhmen. 

No word was heard thro” all the boſt, 

They look as made of ſtone or poſt, 

Thus, on a ſultry ſummer's day, 

When all the winds have ceas'd to play, 

A cloud of ſmoke obſcures the the top 

Of neighbour Drinkall's blackſmith's ſhop, 
I 6 
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And now great Agamemnon's ſhanks 

Kept trotting up and down the ranks, 

Setting his knaves in proper rows, 

And turning out their ſweaty toes: 
Then to his fainting crew begun 

To ſpeak, as thus; If once ye run, 

By Jove you'll all be piſt upon. 

Dome people think they're mighty cunning, 

If they can fave themſelves by running, 

But let me tell you this good day, 

The man's undone that run's away. 
No more he jabber'd, but en high 

In air he let his trapſtick fly. 

The broomſhaft hap'd to light upon 

A hearty cock, nam'd Deicoon, 

Eneas' friend, belov'd by all 

The race of Priam, great and ſmall ; 

Long had he fought in foremoſt ranks, 

And oft* receiv'd the ſpeaker's thanks; 

His potlid, tho* exceeding tough, 

To ward the blow's not ſtrong enough, 

The targe is bruis'd, the belt is cut, 

And lent him a damn'd knock o' th' gut. 

The ftrokg diſpatch'd the loon to hell, 

And his teeth chatter'd as he fell. 

Aneas ſtraic lugs out his ſtick, 

And ply'd his ſtrokes fo very thick, 
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That two bold Grecian bloods, as ſoon 
As you'd count five, he tumbl'd down; 
Their pedigrees if you will trace, 
You'll find but few of higher race : 
Theſe ſparks, demoliſh'd by Aneas, 
Were great great grandſon's of Alpheus, 
A good old fiſherman, that never 
Was tir'd with fiſhing in the river, 
But did ſo cloſe to buſineſs keep, 
Amongſt the ſedges he would ſleep ; 
They came to help the cuckold Greek 
His cuckold-making wife to ſeek ; 
uſt like two maſtiff puppies, which 
ad ſtray'd too early from the bitch, 
Ventur'd, before their teeth were grown, 
o fight, ſo both got tumbl'd down. 
zreat Menelaus, fit to cry, 
Full tilt does at /Eneas fly. 
lars jog'd him on to make this ſtand, 
nd feel the Trojan's heavy hand. 
his Neſtor's chatt'ring baſtard ſpies, 
und quick to his affiſtance flies; 
| hinks he, if this rum ſpouſe of Nelly 
dhould get a knock acroſs the belly, 
dy all this trouble, we ſhall gain 
Lo know, our labour is in vain. . 
The heroes now had met each other, 
ind ſhak'd their nobs at one another; 
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When fierce Antilochus was ſeen , 
To throw his potlid in between. 
'The Trojan ſwore it was not fair F 
One man "ſhould box with ſuch a pair 
Of ill-look'd whelps, ſo turn'd. about 7 
To find a better bargain out, W 
And left the two poor fouls he'd. beaten, 4 
On the green graſs to bleach and ſweeten. r 
There was a man well cloath'd in buff, 
That led the Paphlagonians tough. 
Atrides took the proper ſeaſon, 
Behind his back to cut his weazon: 
His *{quire had turn'd his nags to run; 
When in came chatt'ring Neſtor's ſon, 
And threw a thumping cobble ſtone, 
Whichhit his arm, and broke the bone. 
'T was followed by a knock o' th' crown; 
He drops the reins, and tumbles down. 
His ſkull-cap plough'd the ſand, and there 
His nob ſtuck faſt, his legs in air 
Were kicking flies,. but very ſoon 
Some hackney coaches ran him down: 
'The younker then, without delay, 
Whips up, and drives his cart away. 
All this was ſeen by valiant Hector, 
The Trojan's hope and great protector, 
| Who thund'ring did the battle enter; 
| | His ſoldiers follow at a venture. 
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The boldeſt Greeks he valu'd not, 
Since he'd ſuch rare companions got. 
Bellona fierce, and Mars fo grum, 
Attended cloſely at his bum: 
Tydides quickly ſmelt a rat; 
His valiant heart went pit- a- pat: 
As when a ſimple country put, 
To ſee his grannum walks on foot, 
If running brook comes croſs his noſe, 
nd with a mighty buſtle flows, 
\maz'd the gaping bumpkin ſtops, 
urns on his heels, and home he pops : 
oor Diom. was as much amaz'd, 
nd gaz d and gap'd, and gap'd and gaz'd 3 
\t laſt, tho' woefully afraid, 
e found his tongue, and thus he faid : 
ymite me, but I've been wond'ring what, 
ould make my heart go pit-a-pat ; 
But now it's out, for bully Mars 
ſee is hard at Hector's a---- ; 
herefore, my boys, ſince that the caſe is, 
all back, but ſhew the whelp your faces, 
Ve'll fight with men, and give them odds, 
ut devils cannot fight with gods. 
5 they walk'd off, bold Hector ſoon 
ame up, and knock'd two fellows down, 
ul captains both, and hearts of oak, 
et both their pates ſtern Hector broke; 


— — — ͤ öü— 


For the recov'ry of his ſtick, 
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Together in one cart they rumbl'd, [ 
And from it both together tumbl'd. / 
This heavy Ajax chanc'd to. ſee, 1 
Which turn'd his lead to mercury, A 
And being a revengeful dog, 1 


(Tho' moſtly heavy as a log) if 
A mopſtick with ſuch force he threw 

As bruis'd the breaſt and belly too P, 
Of Amphius, who once was happy Y 
In flocks and herds, and good brown nappy; WT 
Yet bravely led his jolly men gu 
To Troy, but ne'er went back again. T 
As he fell ſquaſh upon his bum, Pr 


His potlid made a mighty hum. 
Ajax ſprung forward, for he thought 
To get poſſeſſion of his coat; 

But to come at it was the matter, 
Broomſticks about his ears ſo clatter ; 
Yet did he yenture one bald click 


More he durſt not, the foe came on, 
He ſtruts away, but ſcorns to run. 
Whilſt thus they tugg'd, a man there cam 
Tlepolemus I think his name, 
Driving his fiery tits full ſpeed on, 
To get a knock at bold Sarpedon ; 
He was the ſon of Hercules, 

Who did a huge great lion ſeize, 
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Pull'd his great beard from off his chin, 
And from his body ftript his ſkin, 
Then with an iron ſkewer did tack it 
About his ſhoulders for a jacket ; 


This bully's ſon, before a ſtroke 

Was ſtruck, to bold Sarpedon ſpoke : 
Halloo ! you Mr. Lycian pleader, 

Pray how the pox came you a leader ? 

Your buſineſs is, if I judge right, 

To puzzle cauſes, not to fight ; 

duch pretty fellows much I love 

To call themſelves the ſons of Jove. 

Pray, Sir, what taſk was ever ſet you, 

To prove ſome taylor did not get you? 

The de'el a thing have you e' er done 

To prove yourſelf the Thund'rer's ſon ? 

Nought but a croſs-leg'd cabbage eater 

Could ever get ſo poor a creature. 

My dad in broils would never flinch ; 

We know Jove got him ev'ry inch. 

le once deſtroy'd this mighty town, 

Like Vernon, with ſix ſhips alone ; 

And theſe ſtrong walls that look ſo taking, 

dee built on rubbiſh of his making. 

But who are you, good Mr, Nokes, 

hat gape as if you'd ſwallow folks, 

ind, whilſt thy raggamuffins tumble, 

Dare not ſo much as ſeem to grumble ? 


Their broomſticks rais'd, and both let y. 


Made near his throat a hole fo big, 
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No longer ſhalt thou ſtinking ſtand, 
But feel the weight of my right hand. 
Whilſt thus he like a blackguard ſpoke, 
Silence the Lycian gently broke: 

Your dad, you ſaucy whelp, tis true, 
Was worth three dozen ſuch as you, 
Theſe walls he juſtly tumbl'd down, 
Becauſe that rogue Laomedon - 

Had promis'd him a ſtring of horſes, 
Inſtead of which he gave him curſes ; l 
Like an old ſcoundrel vilely us'd him, ] 
And juſt as you do me abus'd him : 
You ſhould have been, my noiſy ſpark, 
A cobler, or a pariſh clerk. 
My name; your family may ſpread it, 
In drubbing you there's little credit: 
But yet, altho' it hurts my pride, 

Pl condeſcend to trim your hide. 

Juſt at that inſtant, both on high 


Well aim'd were. both, Sarpedon's hit, 
And his thick brawny neck did ſplit ; 


It bled as if you'd ſtuck a pig: 

Nor did the other broomſtick fly 

In vain, it bruis'd Sarpedon's thigh ; 
And had not Jupiter, to ſave him, 
Bwore that the devil ſhould not have him 
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That bout, I'll venture to be ſhot 

If then he had not gone to pot : 

But in a hurry from the fray 

is comrades bore him far away, 
ho', as they lugg'd him thro” the throng, - 
hey let him drag the ſtick along, 

Vhether thro' haſte or fear twas done 
Remains a ſecret yet unknown. 

lepolemus, who came to ſcoff, 

s friends the Grecians lugg'd him off, 
Then fly Ulyſſes angry grew: ö 

hall I, ſays he, Jove's ſon purſue ? 

)r ſhall I Timaſh this Lycian crew? 

vreat Jove and fate forbad the firſt, - 

ut gave him leave to do his worſt 

mongſt the raggamuffins, who 

oon found he was but word and blow; 

or Cromeus he, and bold Alaſter, | 
nock'd with his broomſtick down much faſter 
ban boys tip nine- pins; Halius too 

e in his wrath beat black and blue; 

ytenis? ſhoulders next he rub'd, 

nd then the brave Alcander drub'd; 

cemen laſt of all fell down, 

ind more had been demoliſh'd ſoon ; 

ut Hector ſaw, and ran ſo faſt, 

e tumbl'd o'er his head for haſte, 

eagerly his fury bore him, 

e drove them all like ſheep before him. 
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Sarpedon, glad to find him near him, T 
Begg'd that a word or two he'd hear him: WA 

Don't ſuffer any Grecian varlet x A 
To ſteal my beſt new coat of ſcarlet ; M 
Pray do not let the rogues ſo ſerve me, A 


But from the plund'ring dogs preſerve me. Fi 

If here I ſhould depart this life, 

And no more ſee my loving wife, 

Yet in our village let me lie, 

My death will make th' whole pariſh cry, 

With real grief they'll wring their hand, 

As England did for Cumberland. 
Hector for anſwer nothing ſpoke, 

But ruſh'd among the Greeks like ſmoke, f 

His weapon in their blood he ſteeps, 

And drives the ſcouncreis upon heaps. 

Sarpedon now behind a ſtack 

Of hay was laid upon his back. 

Lieutenant Polagon was nigh, 

Who pluck'd the broomſtick from his thigh, 

The ſoul was flying once away, 

But thought 'twas better much to ſtay ; 

For honeſt Boreas, in a breeze, 

Whip'd up his noſe, and gave him eaſe. 

The Greeks drew back afraid of Mars, 

Yet not one Greek would ſhew his a— 

No ſoldier would expoſe his back, 

Tho' Hector ſey'ral ſkulls did crack. 
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When young P've heard my granney lay 
That ev ry dog muſt have his day ; 

And now *twas Hector's turn to gall 'em, 
And with a vengeance did he mawl 'em. 
Mars help'd to cut the matter ſhort, 

And knock'd the raſcals down for ſport. 
Firſt Teuthras fell, who made good cyder ; 
Oreſtes next, a fam'd rough rider. 

Then Trechus, with the reſt, was humbled, 
And OEnomaus headlong tumbled. 
Oreſbius, though he wore a mitre, 

Was fool enough to turn a fighter 

(But, be.it ſpoken to their praiſe, 

The prieſts are wiſer now-a-days). 

If now-a-days a prieſt you find 

In broils, ſome wench is in the wind : 
Much better care our parſons take 

Than ever fight for fighting ſake. 

In Yorkſhire his preferments lay; 

he farmers rich that heard him pray. 

Had he been reading th' ev'ning lecture, 
He'd never been diſpatch'd by Hector; 
But, ſince he would this trade purſue, 
Len as he bak'd well let him brew. 

Juno, a ſcold paſt heaven's matching, 

For ever ſpent her time in watching; 

dpie> what confounded work was made, 
And thus addreſs'd the fighting jade: 
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Shall all we've done be thus aboliſh'd, 
And Greece by yon' vile rogues demoliſh'd? 


You and myſelf have paſs'd our word, 


(Which they muſt think not worth a t—) 


That Troy's old walls ſhall very ſoon 
Be by the Grecians tumbl'd down. 
Pray how can this be brought about, 
If gods for Troy thus fight it out ? 
That loggerheaded Mars I ſpy: 
What think you now if we ſhould try 
To make the ſcurvy raſcal run ? 

No ſooner was it ſaid than done. 

They call'd a coach, when out of hand 
A coach was brought at their command, 
. Hebe, before they mount the car, 

The axle greas'd with oil and tar. 

This ſhe perform'd at their deſire 

Leſt they ſhould ſet the coach on fire 
For, as they were in deviliſh haſte, 
They knew they ſhould drive helliſh faſt, 
On time I ſhould too much encroach, 
To tell the beauties of this coach : 
Let it ſuffice to ſay the maker 
Exceeded any in Long-Acre; 

. A better coach was never ſeen, 
Excepting ene :---god ſave the queen. 
Juno turns oftler in her fury, 

And joins the horſes in a hurry. 
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Pallas then quickly doffs her cloaths, 


Which on the chamber floor ſhe throws ; 
As modern ſluts, worſe taught than fed, 
Do nightly when they go to bed. 
To make her look more like a Broughton, 
She Whip'd her father's old buff coat on; 
Then ty'd about his great black targe, 
A band of eels, ſome. ſmall ſome large, 
To lead mankind into miſtakes, 
And. make em think her eels were ſnakes; 
Then in the center did ſhe place 
A moſt confounded ugly face; 
But neither Heidegger's nor Naſh's, 
or theirs were red, this pale as aſhes. 
ove's ſkull cap, ſo bedeck'd with feather, 
welve judges' wigs put all together, 
ompar'd to it, would ſure enough 
em but a mod'rate barber's puff, 
ie put upon her buſy nob; 
nd, that ſhe might compleat the job, 
1 her right hand ſhe poiz'd a ſtick, 
ong as the may-pole and as thick, 
Le whipthong cracks, away they go 
croſs the clouds je- up je- o. 
Ihe hours took each their turn to wait, 
nd ſhut or ope' the turnpike-gate; 
but ſuch a noiſe made theſe two elves, 
ie gates flew open of themſelves. , 


Where Jove, t' enjoy the breezes cool, 


And kicks the Grecians ſo about, 
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Upwards the foaming ſteeds they ſtretch, 
And ſoon the mount Olympus reach, 


Was ſet upon a three-legyg'd ſtool. 
Juno now pulls, and ſwears, and curſes, 
But yet could hardly ſtop the horſes ; 
Then, as ſhe always us'd to do, 
Falls at him like a vixen ſhrew : 

To ſee that Mars rebel, I wonder 
You can't find bus'neſs for your thunder: 
But here you fit and crack your jokes, 
To ſee him ſmaſh ſuch heaps of folks. 
Look down but where yon” Greeks are laid, 
You'll ſee what work the dog has made, 
E'en Venus and Apollo, you know, | 
Are making faces now at Juno. | 
But, as to that thick-headed hang-dog, 
Venus's bully-back, and bang-dog, 
That Mars, who makes ſuch woeful rout, 


Only give Pallas leave to dowſe him, 
And raviſh me if ſhe don't ſowſe him, 
Teach him forbidden ground to roam, 
And make him glad to ſcamper home. 
Jove anſwers, (pleas'd ſo ſoon to part) 
Go drub his hide with all my heart ; 
Pallas the beſt can tell you how, 
The wench has pelted him 'e're naw. 
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No 
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| Their car they mounted in a trice, 


Nor ſtaid they to be bidden twice. 
Down the new turnpike road they trot, 
As ſwift as balls from cannon ſhot ;. 
Tho' part o' th* turnpike was ſo ſteep, 
The horſes did not trot but leap, 
And at each ſingle bound they took 
They leap'd as far as you can look. 
On earth they fix their nimble feet 
Where Simois and Scamander meet, 
When Juno made a ſort of dew, 
From which ambroſial clover grew; 
For heav'nly high-bred ſteeds, alas 
Would ſnuff their noſe at common graſs, 
For common graſs had one great fault, 
'Twas freſh, and Juno's graſs was alt. 
Then through the air they trudg'd on foot, 
And quickly found that ſtation out 
Where Hector with his wooden ſabre 
Did all the Grecian bones belabour. 
A heap of ill-look'd fellows ſtood | 
Round Diomed, all dawb'd with blood: 
Whether like lions in your eye, 
Or bears, they ſeem'd, don't ſignify. 
Juno was always pretty loud, 
But moſt when got into a crowd; 
And, tho' ſhe had the beſt of tongues, 
She borrow'd Peter Stentor's lungs. 

K 
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This Stentor was a common cryer, 

And could, or Mrs. Fame's a lyar, 

With downright bawling make more din 
Than any fifty common men. 

O ſcoundre] Greeks ! a coward race 
In whom of man no mark we trace, 
Except a damn'd red noſe and face, 0 
When great Achilles led ye all, 

The Trojans fought behind their wall; 
But now they kick you where they pleaſe;- 
And ſoon will kick you o'er the ſeas, 

As pepper warms your water-gruel, 

This added to their rage freſh fuel. 

In the mean time upon the ground 

Was Diomed by Pallas found : 

Of a bad thing he made the beſt, 

And by himſelf his ſcratch he dreſt, 
Waſh'd all the duſt and ſweat clean out, 
And wrap'd it in a greaſy clout; 
Tho? nought he ſaid, it gave ſuch pain 
As made him grin and ſweat again. 
Whilſt thus the loon his ſcratch was cleaning, 
Pallas was on his cart-tail leaning : 

When thus the jade began the farce ; 
Thou Atreus baſtard ! thou mine a——! 
Thy father, tho' his limbs were ſhort all, 
Was a bold-hearted fighting mortal, 
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My obligations great to you; 
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Us'd to drive forward like a devil; 
Myſelf could hardly make him civil. 
To Thebes I ſent the hungry thief, 
And there he eat up all their beef; 
Without companion did he venture 
At dinner-time their town to enter; 
Drank for his own ſhare half a barrel 
Of ale, and then began to quarrel, 
Abus'd 'em all for ſons of whores, 
And kick'd the ſcoundrels out of doors. 
Thee too I've taken greater care of 
Than yet perhaps thou art aware of; 
But am afraid the goddeſs Fear 
Has drove my fighting champion here, 
Madam, ſays he, I always knew 


But I muſt tell you, you diſgrace me; 

Fear dares as well be d d as face me. 

| think you ſaid there would be odds 

Againſt me, if I fought with gods: 

[ might, you thought, on Venus venture; 8 


I did, but far I could not enter, 
Tho' faith a willing ſtroke I lent her; 
But in her hand, if I muſt tell ye, 
She caught my tool, and ſav'd her belly: 
And now 'tis only to obey 
Your orders, that I keep away : 
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For Mars you'll ſce, if you'll but look, 


This bluſt'ring whelp, with all his crew 
Of bullying ſcrubs, ſha'n't conquer you; 
But with your broomſtaff, when you meet 
him, 
Acroſs the ſcoundrel's gizzard greet him : 
A turncoat rogue, that ne'er abides 
Three days before he changes ſides, 
| | And, without either rhime or reaſon, 
| 


Helps people, in or out of ſeaſon : 
This ſaid, ſhe in an inſtant knocks 
The harmleſs driver off his box, 
Who ſtar'd and gap'd to think that he 
Had loſt his place ſo ſuddenly ; 

Not that he car'd a ſix-pence for't, 
But thought the warning mighty ſhort, 
Then mounting up with nimble feet, 
Clap'd her hard bum upon his ſeat ; 
But with her heavy buttocks ſhe 

Had like to've broke the axle-tree, 
Howe'er to that ſhe gave ſmall heed, 
But drove her nags at Mars full ſpeed ; 
Tho', leſt her nob ſhould get a rap, 
She ſlip'd on * s wiſhing- cap; 
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This cap, when'er a head was in it, 
Became inviſible that minute. 

Tuſt then had Mars, his ſtrength to try, 
Knock'd down a trooper fix foot high; 
His name, if I miſtake not, was 

Or Peziphus, or Periphas. 

The bully left him where he fell, 

And flew at Diomed pell-mel] ; 

Tho? he look'd grim, as grim may be, 
1he Grecian look'd as grim as he. 

Now Mars, becauſe a god, you know, 
Expected he ſhould have th' firſt blow; 
$0 threw his Ralf, but Pall. did guide 
The ſteeds ſo well, it flew quite wide. 
Then Diomed let fly his ſtick, T 
Which gave the bully's guts a prick; = | 
For inſtantly the hang-dog felt | 
The point come through his greaſy belt. 
The Greek and Trojan hoſts together 
Couldn't make ſuch noiſe as this belweather 
Roaring : he in a ſtinking miſt 

Scamper'd away to heav'n bepiſt ; 

Where at Jove's feet this bullying hulk: 

dat almoſt half an hour i' th' ſulks : 

Then ſobb'd as if his heart would break, 
And blubb'ring made a ſhift to ſpeak. 

| always thought that your commiſſion 

Was given you upon condition 
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That you took care to keep folks quiet, 


And rather quell than raiſe a riot, 


But you ſo far your orders ſlight, 

With gods you let yon' raſcals fight; 

For let me tell you, Mr. Juſtice, 

Pl] take my oath that all this duſt is 

Of your own raifing : if your daughter 
Had had ſome better manners taught her, 
And her hard bum well jerk'd with rods, 
She'd never thus play'd tricks with gods ; 
Inſtead of this you overlook her, 

And hap will ſwear that I miſtook her. 
"Tis plain, ſo partial are you grown, 
The jade's a baſtard of your own; 

She now has got a Grecian cully, 

One Diomed, a thick-ſkull'd bully, 

And him this wheedling cunning puſs 
Has hearten'd up to fight with us. 

At Venus firſt he made a ſtand, 


And whip'd his tool into her hand, 


Me next the whore's-bird drove away, 
So thump'd and bruis'd I durſt not ſtay, 
eſt, if I dropt into a ſwoon, 
Theſe wicked whelps ſhould keep me down, 
And treading on my back and belly, 
Work all my ribs and guts to jelly. 
Jove, vex'd to th' heart before he ſpoke, 
Thus anſwer'd, with an angry look : 
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Has bully Mars forgot his ranting, 
And ta'en up Whitfield's trade of canting ? 
Doſt thou, on whom ſtern miſchief waits, 
Complain of blows and broken pates ; 
And *cauſe ſo often thou haſt got free, 
Expect for ever to come Scot- free; 
Thou bullying rogue, of all our crew 
I hate the moſt, by G— 4 I do, 
From morn to night thou'rt never quiet, 
Unleſs when kicking up a riot ; 
I do not know of ſuch another 
In all the world, except thy mother ; 
And was her ſex but chang'd to our's, 
She'd kick the devil out of doors : 
But ſince ſhe ſays thou art my ſon, 
PII try for once what can be done; 
Elſe would I fet thee in the ſtocks, 
Or chain thy guts to burning rocks, 
Make thee with wicked Titans roar, 
A thouſand thouſand years and more : 
Then pointing to his man, crys, Stir, John, 
And ply your heels to fetch a ſurgeon. 
Peon ſoon came, ſays he, My cully, 
Pray do your beſt to cure this bully. 
A plague upon his broils and rapes, 
They always bring him into ſcrapes, 
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The ſurgeon, tho' it hardly bled, 

Look'd mighty grave, and ſhook his head ; 
But fearing it would cloſe of courſe, 
Before he'd time to make it worſe, 

W hips out his block-tin box, and faſter 
Than cits eat cuſtard, ſpread a plaiſter, 
With which, in leſs than half an hour, 
He made a ſafe and perfect cure; 

But then obſerve that fleſh of gods 

Heals quicker far than our's by odds : 
Next, by the help of wooden ſquirt, 
His hands and face he cl-ans'd from dirt ; 
Then fat him on a cuſhion down, 
Where Hebe brought a Scotch-plaid gown, 
Which having girt with leathern ſtrap, 
He next put.on a large fur cap. 

Thus dreſs'd, or in my word no truſt is, 
The god of battle look'd the juſtice ; 
And why he mayn't, when battles, ceaſe, 
Be mace a juſtice of the peace 

I cannot ſee; on recollection, 

His want of brains is no objection ; 

No other qualities they need, 

But juſt to write their names and read ; 
The trade is learnt in half an hour, 

To ſpare the rich and flog the poor, 
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Juno and Pallas having done 
5 The bus'neſs they came down upon, 
And bully Mars from battle driven, 
Mount up to drink their tea in heaven. 
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KG VDV MENT 
} / HEN all the'gods to heau'n are gone, 


The Grecians make the Trojan's run, 
IV hich, by the bye, is demonſtration, 
The devil help'd thy Grecian nation; 
For when no heav'nly gueſts are there, 
He plays the devil without fear. 
Helenus ſets his brains a brewing, 
How to prevent the Trojans ruin, 
Then orders Hector to the town 

To tid em pray to Pallas ſoon, 

That ſhed remove ſuch fighting cattle, 
As this Tydides from the batile. 


— 


U 


In the mean time, by hocus pocus, 

This bully Diomed and Glaucus 

Found that of both the great grandfather 
Had drank ſome pots of ale together ; 
$9 made a friendſhip, and to tack it 
Exchang'd each others buffskin jacket, 
Hector then gets the bus neſs done 

The conjurer had ſent him on, 

Makes Paris fetch his broomſbaſt down, 
And join him at the end o th town ;; 
Beftows, ere he renews the ſtrife, 


Sore crumbs of comfort on his wife. 
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HE ſquabbling gods the fight forſake, 
And leave mankind to brew and bake 

Juſt as they pleaſe ; then broomſticks flew, 
And ſmoaking hot the ſquabble grew, 
Which made Scamander's little flood 
Get quickly trampl'd into mud ; 
In Simois, our bard ſuppoſes, : 
They came to waſh their bloody noſes; 
By which *tis clearly underſtood, 
They fought to th' knees in blood and mud, 
Great Ajax firſt came bluſt'ring on, _ 
And miſchief preſently begun. 
One Acamas the bully found, 
And ſell'd him flat upon the ground; 


— — 


\ 
} 


ud, 


HOMER's ILIAD. 205 


His broomſtick lent him ſuch a rap, 
As broke his pate and bruis'd his cap. 
Axylus next, an honeſt ſoul, 

Got a great knock o' th* jobbernoul : 
At home he always kept good chear, 
and made folks welcome far and near; 
Cloſe by the road his houle did lie, 
Vhere men and horſes paſſing by 

light get a drink, if they were dry : 
Juſt at the ſide of Croydon Common. 
He kept the ſign o' th' Silent Woman, 
A ſilent woman, Sir, you ſaid ! 

ray was ſhe drawn without a head ? 
es Sir, ſhe was: you never read on 

\ ſilent woman with a head on.) 

t hap'd that neither gueſt nor ſtranger 
ame by to, warn him of his danger 3 
but as he gap'd, expecting ſoon 

dome tradeſmen, cuſtomers from town, 
| ydides came and knock'd him down, 
Ihen at another ſtroke this rapſter, 
ettl'd Caliſius his tapſter. 

uryalus kick'd Dreſus down, 

ind next he crack'd Opheltius* crown 
ot ſo content, with pairs begins, 

ind ſmaſh'd two young and tender twins, 


* 


\ 


ons of Bucolion, who had made 


\ miſtreſs of a hard-bum'd jade, 
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Whom in his woods one morn he found 
Picking dry ſticks from off the ground, 
As on their backs the younker's lay, 
His rogueſhip ſtole their coats away. 
Juſt after that one Polypztes 
Diſpatch'd Aſtyalus to greet his 
Old friends in hell; Ulyſles next, 
Becauſe the rogues his ſoul had vext, 
Murder'd Pidytes ; then comes Teucer, 
And made poor Aretaon ſpew, Sir 
When in a rage ran Neſtor's Jad, 
Chatt'ring juſt like his queer old dad ; 
I'll make theſe Trojan raſcals fear us, 
And ſtraight demoliſh'd brave Ablerus; 
Which when great Agamemnon ſaw, 
He gave Elatus ſuch a blow, 
As fell'd him down upon his crupper, 
And ſpoil'd the luckleſs Trojan's ſupper. 
Such a damn'd knock the Grecian. gave him, 
That all his money could not ſave him. 
Eurypylus Melanthius ſlew, 
And Phylacus from Leitus flew, 
But could not ſcape him any how: 
Adraſtus by ill luck came bump 
Upon a curſed crab-tree ſtump; 
It ſmaſh'd his wheels both nave and ſpoke, 
And all the cart to pieces broke. 


. 
* — = 
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The horſes flew where none could find 'em, 9 
And left their luckleſs load behind 'em. =. 
As he lay kicking on the ſands 
The cuckold o'er him threat'ning ſtands ; 
Pilgarlick lifts his hands on high, j.| 
And begs for life moſt luſtily : [i 
May't pleaſe your honour let me live, "4 
A good round ſum my dad will give: | 
When he for my great loſs has wept, MH 
And finds I'm but in limbo kept, 1 
Dypend he then will give for ranſom, | 
A purſe, with ſomething very handſome. | i 
He ſpoke, the honeſt cuckold's pity N 
Was touch'd by this half mournful ditty; - WY: 
But Agamemnon in a fury, | ; 


Juſt like an Engliſh thick-ſkull'd jury, | 


Deſtroy'd all pity in a hurry. 
Quoth he, Th' old boy ſhall double ö 
— me, 1 
Before I'll let a Trojan flam me S 


Chriſtians give ſcoundrels good for evil ; . 
But let us ſmoke em to the devil. ; 
[ live in hopes that Troy will fall, 1 


Their whores, and rogues, and brats, and all, | 
That other whoring whelps diſcerning | 

Their wicked exit, may take warning, {| 
Nor rove about from ſtreet to ſtreet | 
To cuckold every man they meet. 
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This ſpeech he made with dreadful ire, 
And ſet the cuckold's blood on fire, 
Who ſwore he would not grant the boon ; 
So Agamemnon knock'd him down, 
And, ſpite of all the Trojan's tears, 
Batter'd his brains about his ears. 

Neſtor, who ſaw this bus'neſs done, 
Like an old harden'd rogue look'd on; 
Then cries, My lads, in this tough job, 
Don't ſtay to pick a ſingle fob, 

But, after we have work'd their buff, 
We then ſhall all have chink enough. 

Now Greece had ſurely got the day, 

And Troy as ſurely run away, 

But wiſely Helenus prepares 

To mend their bitter bad affairs, 

And bring 'em (ſince they durſt not ſtand) 
Out of this ſcrape by ſlight of hand. 

When thus to Hector and Æneas 
He tells his mind : Old friends, you fee us 


Sorely put to't, but yet its true 
The gods have left it all to you 


o bring us off, for at this pinch 
he de'el a god will ſtir an inch, 
But now look.on in expectation 
That you yourſelf on this occaſion 
Will try your utmoſt ſtrength and cunning 
To ſtop your ragged rogues from running. 
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When you have Chear'd each heartleſs tup, 
Leave it to us to keep it up. 

Mean time you Hector go I pray 

To our old mother Hecuba. 

Tell her ſhe muſt forthwith employ 

The oldeſt maids we have in Troy, 

and bid 'em ceaſe their lies and malice, 


To go and © le ee Pallas, 
Vho is by fits as croſs a jade 


As any wrinkled mortal maid ; 

Then bid them lay upon her knee 

The richeſt ſattin negligee 

My mother has in all her ſtore : 

if finely dawb'd with tinſel o'er, 

'Twill ſtand the better chance to pleaſe her, 
And may by great good luck appeaſe her. 
Then let *em add, if more ſhe chuſe, 
We'll ſend a dozen maiden cows. < 
Theſe things, unleſs the devil's in her, 
m pretty ſure can't fail to win her 

To ſpare our hen-peck'd cuckolds' lives, 
With all our brawling brats and wives, 
Nor longer ſuffer Diomed ” 

To make the Trojans noſes bleed, 

duch thumps he lends our ſoldiers, that 
To him Achilles ſeems a ſprat. 


This ſpeech bold Hector heard, and plump 


From off his cart he took a jump; 


14 
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Ran where he found the varlets ſlack, No 
And chear'd them with a clap o' th' back. To 
To ſuch a pitch does he reſtore them, WI 
They drive the Grecian bloods before em. Ty 
Two ſtaves he brandiſh'd in the air, Bot 
So thick they made the Grecians ſtare, An 
Who thought the Trojans, to reſiſt em, WI 
Had hir'd ſome goblin to aſſiſt em. W; 
Then Hector ſpoke, as loud as thunder , 
Hear! all ye roaring ſons of plunder, Pra 
Ye Dardans of the nearer ſtations, WI 
And thoſe who come from diſtant nations, Th 
Think on your valiant fathers' taſks ! Th 
"Tis all in troth that Hector aſks, WI 
Whilſt I a little bus'neſs do Ani 
In Troy, the fquabble reſts on you. If 1 
J go to bid our grandames all, : 7 For 


And old maids, on their kneppers fall : 
The pray'rs they mumble will, no doubt, 
Help us to thraſh the Greeks this bout. 
He ſaid nozmore, but took a ſtride 
Miſs P--ſ-n's hoop's not half ſo wide; 
Then threw his potlid o'er his back, 
And to the Trojan gates did pack, 
This mighty orb of braſs and ſteel 
Reach from his neck well nigh his heel, 
Which kicking as he walk'd along, 
Like an old poſtman's bell it rung. 
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Now, Hector gone, both ſides think fit 
To take their wind a little bit ; N 


When Glaucus, and that Grecian ſpark, . 
Tydides, did each other mark. 1 
Both in bne mind, they bounce and kick, 'þ 
And each man flouriſhes his ſtick ; ! 
When Diom. tho? no talking man, j 
Was firſt to ſpeak, and thus began : . 
Your face I ne'er before did ſee, 
Pray, who the devil can you be ? | 
Who dares to beard that Diomed, i 
That makes ſo many noſes bleed ? j 
Thoſe that meet me make ſmall reſiſtance, | 
When Pallas lends me her aſſiſtance, | . 
And that ſhe will do all this week, 
If therefore you're a god pray ſpeak : 1 
For, if you are, my ſtaff can't fright you, 
But ſmite my liver if PI] fight you; 
I've had my ſhare enough of evils, 
and box no more with gods and devils, 
For happen as it may, i' th end on't, | 
They'll fit upon your ſkirts depend on't. 
You know Lycurgus did not fear 'em, 
But, to his coſt, he came too near em. 
He ſcar'd the god of wine for fun., 
And made his drunken meſmates run. 1 | 
Their ſpears, with vines and ivy bound, 
Lay ſcatter'd all along the ground; 
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And Bacchus too, toshide his head, 
Crept to his couſin Thetis' bed. 

But ſoon their angry godſhips ſent 
The devil of a puniſhment ; 

For whilſt he ſlept they, by ſurpriſe, 
Ran needles into both his eyes, 
Then drove him thro? the world ſo wide 
To beg his bread without a guide, 
Nor would allow th' unlucky king 
A dog to lead him in a ſtring ; 

By which he got fo badly ſerv'd, 

In leſs than half a year he ſtarv'd, 

I fight no gods ? but, if a man 
Thou art, I'll drub thee if I can, 


Some devil, ſure, has made thee judge ill, 


To come ſo near my fatal cudgel. 

Glaucus replies: Great Sir, ſince you 
From whence I came deſire to know, 
Attend, I'Il tell a tale ſo rare, 


Were you ſtone blind *twould make you ſtare. 


You know the gang of nine-pins ſoon 
As the bowl hits come tumbling down, 
Then are ſet up, when that throw's o'er, 
To tumble as they did before. 

Juſt ſo a race that's always grumbling, 


The race of mortal rogues, keeps tumbling, 


This d'ye ſee's by way of text, 
And, if your patience won't be vext, 
My pedigree is coming next, 
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Liſten, and if your ears don't fail 
You'll hear an oddiſh kind of tale; 
But ev'ry ſyllable is true, 

Or ſlam me if I'd tell it you. 

Near Argos, fam'd for roguiſh coopers, 
And breeding horſes fit for troopers, 

A city ſtands upon that coaſt 

Where Syſiphus once rul'd the roaſt. 
Glaucus, this Syſiphus's ſon, 

Was father of Bellerophon, 

Who was, to tell the real truth, 

Avery comely, hopeful youth. 

Becauſe he top'd all other fellows 

In Beauty, Preſtus would be jealous 
And, being but a ſort of Turk, 

He kept this younker hard at work. 
'Tis true Antea, or I miſs her, 
Wanted Bellerophon'to kiſs her: 

Nay more, ſhe plainly told him fo, 

But he, like Joſeph, anſwered no, 

For which our beaus all think he was 
An animal they call an als, 

Howe'er the huſſey told her ſpouſe, 

He try'd tg be about her houſe : 

And, tho” he ſcorn'd to come fo nigh it, 
be brimſtone ſwore he took her by it. 
o ſooner was th' old fellow told 

is youth attack'd his copyhold, 
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But he was bloody wroth, d'ye ſee, 
As any honeſt man might be; 

But, as the yonker was his gueſt, 
He judg'd it would be for the beſt, 
(To ſave the youth from being hurt 
Within the liberties of court) 

To ſend him to ſome foreign ſhore, 
In hopes to hear of him no more. 
What could the bubbl'd king do better 
Than cheat him with Uriah's letter; 

And thus, as if ſome good was meant him, 
The jealous rogue to Lycia ſent him, 

- To the old daddy of his wife, 

In hopes he there would leſe his life, 

Not doubting but the whelp he'd ſlaughter 
For off ring to corrupt his daughter, 
Away then goes Bellerophon, 

Unknowing what he went upon; 

Enter'd the Lycian palace dreſt 

In a full ſuit, his very beſt. 

The good old menarch did beſtir him, 

And made nine days bull-baitings for him: 
But the tenth morning took him out, 

And aſk'd him what he came about; 

On which he fumbl'd in his jacket, 


And lugg'd him out the famous packet. 
This quickly made the errand known 
The harmleſs lad was ſent upon. 


he good old Lycian with ſurpriſe, 

Firſt rub'd, then read, then rub'd his eyes: 
But, finding matters were no better, 
He e'en reſolv'd t' obey the letter, 

do ſent him out to fight chimera, 

\ mottled monſter rough as bear-a. 
Her bum was dragon, body goat, 

\ lion's neck, and head; and throat ; 
No living mortal durſt come nigh her, 
She farted ſmoke, and belch'd up fire, 
Bellerophon could read the ſky, 

Vhen the ſtars happen'd to be nigh ; 
do caſt a figure, as it's ſaid, 

hen quickly knock'd this beaſt o 6h* head, 
\s he return'd, he next gave chace, 

und kill'd the Solymæan race, 

\ pack of ranting roaring fellows, 

As ever grac'd a three-legg'd gallows. 

To them the Amazons ſucceed, 

A ſtrange hermaphroditiſh breed : 

No mortal man theſe jades could match, 
'Cauſe they could ſcold, and bite, and ſcratch ; 
But, by the help of cod and oyſters, 

He quickly tam'd this crew of royſters : 

Soon as they felt his ſtrokes and thwacks, 
The brims all fell upon their backs. 

Tho' here his troubles did not ceaſe, 


Nor was he yet to live in peace. 
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Under a farmer's old pigſtye 
| A dozen rogues conceal'd did lye ; 
| But, when he got them in his clutches, 
He qualify'd *em all for crutches, 
| Left em ſo bruis'd upon the plain, 
Not one could limp it home again. 

Zooks ſaid the king, I'Il lay a groat, 
There's more in this than firſt I thought: 
This man can be no earth-born clod, 

But baſtard to ſome whoring god. 

A fellow that can make ſuch ſlaughter, 

And would have trimm'd my other daughter, 
Since he by ſome ſtrange chance has miſt her, 
I think I'll let him trim her ſiſter ; 

And, that the youth the girl may keep, 

III take him into partnerſhip. 

My trade he'll learn I do not fear 


In far leſs time than half a year, 
Tis but to kick, and cuff, and ſwear, 

I knew a good old monarch that, 

When angry, only kick'd his hat: 

Now, when I am vex'd, both friends and foes 
Have felt the force of my ſquare toes. 


» .-Y . 4. Þ V@ = =* Wn - Wwe x e . . or rr err 


Favours once got, they come none near you, f. 
But kick 'em, and they always fear you; = 
And this I ever will maintain w. 
The beſt and eaſieſt way to reign. bu 


No ſooner was it ſaid than done, 
He made him partner of his throne; 


F 
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I mean the very morning aſter 

He'd done his beſt to pleaſe his daughter ; 
For ſhe, when aſk'd of his behaviour, 
Had ſpoken greatly in his favour ; 

And ſwore, like royal“ Fs wife, 
She ne'er was thrum'd ſo in her life; 

On which the Lycians gave him ftone 
And ground to build a houſe upon, 

With a good orchard full of fruit, 

And a brave field of wheat to boot. 

Long did he reign in peace and plenty 
Full nineteen years, tho' ſome ſay twenty. 
Two ſons he had, and eke one daughter, 
So fair, ſhe\caus'd Jove's chaps to water, 
Who made no words, but whipp'd upon her. 
And got the brave Sarpedon on her ; 

At laſt attack'd by falling fits, 

Which rather hurt his little wits, 

Alone o'er hills and dales he ran, 

And would not bear the ſight of man; 
Whilſt thus he roam'd amongſt the cattle, 
His eldeſt ſon was ſlain in battle, 


* There is a ſtory goes, that a lady of the firſt 
faſhion, on her wedding-night, got out of bed, and 
ran to her mother-in-law's room, declaring ſhe never 
was us'd ſo in her life ; who anſwered, ſhe hoped not, 


but ſhe muſt ſubmit now to be us'd as ſhe never was 
before, | 
L 
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And Mrs. Phcebe, one dark night, 
Shot his poor daughter out of ſpite, 
Fearing next time Jove got upon her, 
He hap might make a goddeſs on her. 
Hippolachus wes left, and he, 
That ſame Hippolachus got me; 
By his direction here I ſwagger, - 
And value no man's ſword or dagger, 
I always chuſe the firſt to ſtand: 
In fight, as well as in command; 
And always am the firſt to try 
To ſtorm a trench or mutton pye: 
My father's fame in future ſtory 
Shall fall far ſhort of mine in glory. 
The Grecian, when he heard this tale, 
Jump'd up as briſk as bottl'd ale; 
Down went his broomſhaft on the ſands, 
And taking Glaucus by the hands, 
Whilſt both his ſweaty palms he preſt, 
He crys, You are my ancient gueſt, 
And therefore as the matter ſtands, 
Let us without deceit ſhake hands. 
Your grandſire was my grand-dad's gueſt ; 
For twenty days he did him feaſt 
With mutton-chgps, and tart, and cuſtard, 
And humming beer as ſtrong as muſtard. 
Thy grandfire on the twentieth day 
Was pleas'd to take himſelf away; 


— 
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Becauſe he gueſt he very nigh 

Had drank th' old fellow's cellars dry; 
But as his: landlord firſt thought proper 
To give a can hoop'd round with copper, 8 
He ftraight amidſt his lumber felt, ö 
And fumbled out an old ſword belt, y 
Which in return he then preſented ; | 


hes, 


And thus their friendſhip was cemented, 
Brimful of porter, when I'm able, N 
This can is fill'd for my own table. | 
'Tis from this can I learnt the ſtory, 
Which I have laid ſo plain before you; | 
For my poor dad, tho' ſtout and ſtrong, N 
Let flip his wind when I was young 1 
Nor had th' old Greeian time to ſpare | 
To teach his lad a ſingle pray'r: 
] ſhame to tell the truth, but all 
The pray'rs that I cap ſay, I ſtole, 
But from this day let you and I 
Aſſiſt each other by the bye: 
If ever I ſhould travel more, 
Flux me if I will paſs your door: 
And if my county you ſhould ſee, 
Pray come and take pot luck with me. 
Enough of Trojan pates there are 
For me to break in this damr'd war; 
And there will be, I'm ſure, no lack 

/ Of Grecian ſkulls for you to crack: 
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So let what will befall the rout, 
Pray why ſhould you and I fall out? 
To ſhew each hoſt we ſcorn to bubble it; j 
Let me have your's, and here's my doublet. 
Tho' now-a-days fo bold a puſh 
Would make an honeſt Hebrew bluſh, 
Vet this queer varlet Diomed, 
Did moſt amazingly ſucceed : 
For his buff coat both greas'd and old 
He got a new one lac'd with gold. 
His mighty buffskin coat of coats, 
When new, had coſt him juſt nine groats 
I think I ſpeak the very moſt ; 
But Glaucus's an hundred . 
1 Tho' his great princely ſoul was ſuch, 
He did not value twice as much. 

Whilſt Diomed this chief was tricking, 
Hector his brazen ſhield was kicking, 
And ſtrode along at ſuch a rate, 

He'd got within the Scean Gate, 

Under a tree o'ergrown with moſs, | 
That ſerv'd *em for a market-croſs. 
Cloſe by the whipping-poſt and ſtocks, 
Bold Hector met with ſundry flocks 

Of ſoldiers wives, and many others, 
Aſking for huſbands, ſons, and brothers, 
So bad, ſays he, with us it fares, 

I'd have ye all go ſay your pray'rs. 
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— — 
——ä—ä—4ä ——Uä — — 


HOME R's ILIAD. 221 
With haſty ſtrides away he trampft 
To Priam's palace, newly vampt, | 
Near which was half a hundred boxes, : 
For fifty ſons and fifty doxies 
And not far off a dozen houſes 
For Priam's daughter's and their ſpouſes, - 
All finiſh'd nicely to a charm, 
And thatch'd with ſtraw to keep em warm. 


Whilſt Hector thought that no one ey'd him, 


The good old Hecuba eſpy'd him; 
That pretty wench Laodice 
Bore the old lady company. 
Hip, hip, ſhe cry'd, to make him ſtand ; 
Then came and ſhook him by the hand; 
© What ſudden call could bring my ſon 
Before the ſcuffle is half done: 
If *tis the gripes, I have within 
A ſtoop of ſpecial Holland's gin, 
But if thou'rt hither come to pray 
Our wooden gods to drive away 
Thoſe Grecian rogues, and clear our doors 
From all ſuch noiſy ſons of whores, 
Stay 'till I fetch our pewter cup; 
You know their godſhips like a ſup : 
The prieſts won't tell the reaſon why; 
But *tis, I think, twixt you and , 
Becauſe their rotten wood's ſo dry. 
L 3 
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After you've fill'd their bellies full, 

Then take yourſelf a hearty pull: 

Our Trojan ſtingo has the merit 

To cheer the heart, and raiſe the ſpirit.“ 
Hector replies: Pray keep your beer, 

It only ſerves to make folks ſwear: 

To men it miſchief brings, ſo ſpare it, 


But give it gods, their heads will bear it ; 


Or, if they ſhould get tipſy, they 

Have nought to do but ſnore all day, 

But let ſome elſe perform that taſk, 

I am not fit a boon to aſk : 

W hate'er I touch will have no luck, 

You ſee my hands all blood and.muck. 

But you, old fouls, without delay, - 

Muſt to that brim Minerva pray: 

And mind you ſpread upon her knee 

The richeſt ſattin negligee 

That you have got in all your ſtore ; . 
If finely dawb'd with tinſel o'er, 

*T will ſtand the better chance to pleaſe her, 
And may by great good luck appeaſe her. 
When ſhe has liſten'd to your vows, 

We'll add a dozen virgin cows. 


If the don't like ſo good a dinner, 


As many devils muſt be in her 
As we are told by parſon Diggs 
Once pop'd into a drove of pigs. 


— 


. 
HOMER" ILIAD. 223 
But mind you bargain in your pray'r, 
That ſhe'll our Trojan cuckolds ſpare, 
Nor longer ſuffer Diomed 
To make their pates and noſes bleed. 
This taſk I leave to you good mother, 
Whilſt I go rouſe my nopeful brother, h 
And try, if deaf to honour's name, 
The whoring rogue has loſt all ſhame. 
I wiſh the whelp was under ground, 
So deep he never could be found; 
Myſelf would, if it was not treaſon, 
Hang up a dog ſo loſt to reaſon. 
This war, that threats us all with ruin, 
Is miſchief of that raſcal's brewing: 
We never had this miſchief felt, 
Had he ten years ago been gelt. 
He ſpoke ; his mother ſummon'd all 
The good old women, ſhort and tall. 
Away they to the wardrobe go, 
Which, open'd, made a tearing ſhow. 
To find the very things they ſouglu 
That Paris from Sidonia brought ; 
For Paris choſe to touch at Sidon, 
To get ſome ſhoes and ſtockings try'd on 
For his dear Nelly, who had ſcarce 
An undarn'd ſmicket to her a—— 
When firſt they ſtole away from Greece : 
But that's no matter, ſuch a piece 
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A man of any ſoul might brag on, 
Althe' her bum had neer a rag on. 
Old Hec “* her ſpectacles lugg'd out, 
To help her eyes to peep about, 
And looking ſharp ſhe quickly ſees 
Above a dozen negligees 
Hung up on pegs, ſo pitch'd on one 
That had a deal of tinſel on. 
Then foll'wing old Antenor's ſpouſe, 
They reach'd the door o' th' meeting-houſe, 
Theano carried in her pocket | 
The only key that would unlock it, E 
Which out the lugg'd, and with a bang 
Made the old ruſty lock cry twang. 
When they were all got in together, 
They roar'd like pigs in windy weather: 
The prieſteſs ſpread the gown, and then 
Pray'd loud, th' old women bawl'd amen | 
Once Troy's defence, O goddeſs ſtout | 
Only with patience hear us out : 
Let us this rogue Tydides humble, 
And make him either run or tumble, 
If this, O Pallas ! you'll but do, 
Twelve rare fat heifers we'll beſtow 
Upon you, if you hear our pray'r, 
And all our Trojan cuckolds ſpare, 
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Thus the old women pray and vow, 
And make a noiſe, but *twould not do. 
Whilſt they ſay pray'rs not worth a louſe, 
Hector had travel'd to the houſe 
Where Paris dwelt along with Helen, 

A very pretty little dwelling 

That join'd his father and his brother, 

So they were neighbours to each other: 
This little manſion Paris ſelf 

| Contriv'd, both window, door, and ſhelf. 
The Trojan chief had got a ſtrong 

Oak ſaplin, eight or ten feet long, 

Hung with braſs- rings to make it rattle, 
And ſcare the enemy in battle: 

He knock'd and ſcrap'd his ſnoes from dirt; 
Then ent'ring, found him in his ſhirt, 
He'd ſtripp'd himſelf the better to 

Poliſh his ſculcap and his bow. 


In this condition Hector found him, ,,. 
With twenty broomſticks ſcatter'd round him. 
Helen was ſtanding by his knee, 1 0 


Scolding her maids for drinking tea; £3 
For tho' for breakfaſt ſhe ne'er grudg ne, 
Vet in the afternoon they fudg d it. 
When Hector ſaw him in this pickle, 
No wonder hg began to ſtickle. 
And thus began: By this good light, 
You've nickt the time to ſhew your ſpight 
Ls 
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Againſt poor Troy. Doſt thou conſpire 
With Greece to ſet our barns on fire ? 
For thee our bloods all fight and tumble, 
And kick and cuff, yet never grumble; 
Till nathing's left to guard the gates 
But heaps of bruis d and broken pates. 
You whoring raſcal come along, 
And bear a bob amidſt the throng ; 
Why can't you run the riſque of ſcars 
In Mars', as well as Venus wars, 
'E're flames attack our huts and tow'rs, 
And burn your dogſhip out of doors, 
Paris, who was a gentle youth, 
Says, Brother, this is all god's truth; 
Yet don't miſtake me, mighty Sir, 


Nor on my honour caſt a ſlur. 


I'm ſorry you're ſo hard put to't, 

And think I dare not box it out ; 

But ſay no more, no more let's prattle, 
Helen commands me out to battle, 


Who knows but Menelaus may, 


On this, or hap ſome other day, 
Get, tho' he makes ſuch fufs and ſtir, 
A Rowland for his Oliver: 

One thing I'll promiſe the next bout, 
III boldly try if I can do't. 

But whilſt I don my coat and cap, 
Do you fit till, or take a nap; 


| 


HOMER ILIAD. 227 

But if you go, you.may be ſure 
III follow you in half an hour. 
Nelly who had, you need not doubt her, 
Like other wives, her wits about her, 
To hinder Hector from replying 
Began a ſudden fit of crying: | 
Hector, who thought his ſtick had hit her, 
Or elſe that Pug or Shock had bit her, { 
Whipp'd round to aſk about the matter, 
When thus the jade began to chatter : 

Now let me tell you, brother Hector, 
No living mortal can conjecture 
The grief 1 fuffer, cauſe I hide it, 
But I no longet will abide it; 
There's nothing elſe I find but ſpeaking 
Can keep a womatr's heart ftom breaking: 


I wiſh they'd in a horfe-pond duckt me, 


— — — — 
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To cool my courage, Cre they tuckt me 
Up in the bed where Patis — ——: 
I wiſh, before this curſed ſtrife, 
By the ſmall-pox Pd loſt my life, 
Or that my noſe was füll of pimples - 
As that old canting rogue D018: 
I wiſh to god we'd both been dtown'd 
When firſt we crofs'd-the herring- pond; 
But I may with and make a pothet, 
Wiſh an one hand, and fpit in tother. 
I. 6 
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My curſed luck I e'er ſhall rue, 

But moſt ſince Paris firſt I knew. 
Women the worſt will always chuſe, 
Elſe I had got a better ſpouſe ; 

TI only mean a better fighter, 


A buck that might have cudgell'd tighter ; 


For other work, there's not a man 
Can do a third that Paris can. 

I ſcorn to ſpeak but what is true ; 
'The devil ought to have his due : 

But fit you down, and reſt awhile, 
You've had a mortal deal of toil, 
Enough to make a man quite mad, 
For me and my faint-hearted lad. 
It can't be help'd, I know my doom, 
And judge by: paſt of what's to come. 
Our woes will gain us future pity, 
And fill ſome lamentable ditty, 
Which hard-mouth'd raggamuffins will, 


From Charing-Croſs to Ludgate-Hill, 


Roar, with a voice as ſweet and clear, 
As Tyburn dying-ſpeeches are.. 

Hector replys, Another day 
Pl chat awhile, but now can't ſtay, 
Becauſe our men -are ſore put to't, 
And want my fiſt to help em out; 
But I muſt beg you'll not be lack 
To ſtroke your ſwain upon his back ; 
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No wench can do unleſs ſhe tries, 


Your hand may make his----courage riſe : 


When that is done, diſpatch him ſoon, 
But do not take that courage down, 
Nor ſtay him with your coaxing prate, 
But let him meet me at the gate; 

I go to ſee my ſon and wife, 

The joy and comfort of my life ; 

For who can tell if Hector may 

Have luck to box another day ; 

Some witch, that chuſes to annoy him, 
May guide a broomſtaff to deſtroy him. 
He ſaid no more, but turn'd about 

To go and find his helpmate out, 
When he came home ſhe was not there, 
Nor could he find her far or near, 

She and her ſon, and maid, and all, 
Were got upon an ozehard wall; 

There ſaw the rabble bruiſe and cut, 
Until it almoſt grip'd her gut; 
Still ſhe kept looking ſharp about 

{ To find her good man Hector out, 
Whilſt he thro” twenty alleys ſtumbl'd, 
And all the while his gizzard grumbl'd ; 
Then ſought the poſtern, with intent 
To aſk the guard which way ſhe went. 
Halloo, my lads, did any ſee 

My loving wife, Andromache ? 


— 
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Or did the land at Temple-ſtairs 

To join th' old women in their pray'rs ? 
Or all this time that I have miſt her, 
Think you ſhe's gone to - her ſiſter 3 

© She's not at church, replies the ſentry, 
Clubbing her pray'rs with theſe old gentry, 
Nor is ſhe gone to Priatn's hall, 

But ſtands, d' ſee, on yonder wall, 

She heard how faſt the Trojans run, 

And ſweated fot her owh good man. 

I help'd her oer this ſtile to get, 

And felt her hands, they both were wet 

As muck, and in a clammy fweat : 

Her haſte was ſuch, that I can ſay, 

She trotted ery inch d' th? way: 

I'll anſwer fot't, before ſhe got 

To th' wall her bum was fmoking hot : 
And then, as faſt as ſhe could waddle, 
The nurfe did with the bantling ſtraddle. 


To this bold Hector did not fay 


A ſingle word, but walk'd away, 
Not caring to loſe time in prate, 

And met his wife at Cripplegate. 

His wife was always underſtood 

To be what moderns call good blodd ; 
Her mother had been lady mayoreſs, 
And ſhe herſelf a vaſt rich heirefs. 


HOMER ILIAD. 251 
Soon as ſhe did her huſband ſpy 
She gave a ſpring a quarter high; 
The nurſe then follow'd with the lad 
That ſcratch'd, and foar'd, and kick'd like 
Great Hector often had been trying 
To cure the croſs-grain'd brat from crying, 
But could not do't ſo call'd his name 
Scamandrius, from a running ſtream ; 
But thinking that queer name would gall him, 
Aſtyanax the Trojans call him. 
Hector was in his heart right glad 
To ſee the ſprawling ſcrambling Jad ; 
But with a very doleful look 
—His partner ſeiz'd his fiſt, and fpoke, 
Whilſt you might fee within her eye, 
The tears ſtood ready cock'd to cry : 
Why ſure you cannot think, my life, 
To leave your only fon and wife: 
How great, alas ! muſt be my fall, 
Should you get drubb'd for good and all. 
I know, my duckling, tho' you laugh, 
You're too courageous by half: 
With ſingle bullies. you can pull, 
But many dogs will beat a bull ; 
And ey'ry Grecian cur, I ſee, 
Will firive to get a bite?at thee, 
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If therefore my poor Hector muſt 

Be drub'd, and tumbl'd in the duſt, 

God ſend, before that woeſul day, 

That thy poor dearee ſafely may, 
Rather than hear their gibes and ſcoffing, 
Be nail'd up in a ſtrong elm coffin. 
Where is the man, if thou ſhouldſt fail, 
Would buy thy wife a pot of ale? 

Pve neither father left nor mother: 
Nor loving uncle, aunt, or. brother.. 
At Thebes Achilles burnt us out, 

And kilPd my fighting dad to boot; 
But when he had the good man ſlain, 
With pity he was overta'en, 

Made a moſt mighty fuſs and racket, 
And burnt the body in its jacket; 

Then rais'd a mountain o'er his bones, 
Of mud, and clay, and ſand, and ſtones. 
It happen'd where ſome fairies haunted, 
And they the place with elm- trees planted. 
At the ſame time ſeven loving brothers 
This damn'd infernal raſcal ſmothers; 
Quite unawares the lads he ſnaps, 

As they for mice were ſetting traps, 
Then took my mother priſoner, 


And ſent her to the lord knows where; 
Tho? ſoon, becauſe ſhe was not handſome: | 


He let her go, but kept the ranſom; 
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To her own houſe they'd hardly got her, 

Before that brim, Diana, ſhot her ; 

But tho' I am of them bereft, 

I'd ſnuff the moon if thou art left : 

But if my bully rock ſhould fall, 

They're loſt again, not one, but all: 

For ſake of me and this brave boy 

Keep ſmug within the walls of Troy, 

I' tell thee where the whoreſbirds make 

Their ſtrengeſt puſh,' the town to take: 

Do but obſerve their ragged bands 

All muſter where yond' fig-tree ſtands ; 

There let thy truſty broomſhaft fly, 

And ſmite the ſcoundrels hip and thigh. 
Not that alone, the chief reply'd, 

Shall be my care, there's more beſide ; 

Pve many ſturdy jobs to do, 

Which I ſhall buckle tightly to: 

dhould I hang back, you'd quickly ſee 

| The Trojans making game of me, 

And madams, with their ſweeping tails, | 

deem much ſurpris'd what Hector ails. 

Then at the next tea- table lecture, 

| Cry, bleſs us ! what is come to Hector: 

He us'd to maul theſe Grecian ſcrubs, 

But now he's got the mullygrubs. | 

When broils begin I never fail ; 

Fighting to me is cakes and ale. 
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At ſchool I praRtis'd ev'ry day 

Both quarter-ſtaff and cudgel play; 
And I'll be firſt, you may depend, 
Our beef and pudding to deſend. 

And yet that curſed day will come, 

I know by th' pricking of my thumb, 
When Troy ſhall tumble in a ruin 


Of that damn'd brimſtone Juno's brewing : 


Tho' all my loving cozen's dying 
Wort ſet me half ſo ſoon a crying, 

As what I inwardly forefee 

Will happen to Andromache. 

They'll make my-rib a water heaver, 
Or put her prentice to a weaver ; 

And then, for fear fo great a tumble 
Should fail to make her-gizzard grumble, 
Some ſcoundre] Grecian, to deject her, 
Will whiſper, that's the wife of Hector; 
As if they could not plague poor thee 
Enough, without rememb'ring me : 

But let them, if they plague thee long, 
Once feel the rough fide of thy tongue; 
And if again they ever ſtrive 

To vex thee, I'H be flead alive, 

All that I wiſh is, that I may 

Be fix foot under ground that day, 
Where I ſhall neither, when I'm cold, 
Hear my wife figh, or cry, or ſcold, 
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This ſaid, the bully back of Troy 
Stretch'd out his arms to take the boy; 
The lad hung back, and durſt not touch 
His brazen hat for eber fo much; 

Pleas'd, he laid down his glitt'ring hat, 
Which quieted the brawling brat; 
Then lifts him high into the ai, 

And prays a ſpecial country pray'r: 

O Jupiter! brimful of glory, 

Who dwells in heav'n's upper ſtory, 
Protect this lad, and grant that he 

The wonder of the world may be; 

And at the ſport in which I prided 

May break more heads than ever I did; 
That when he lays his twenties flat, 
And brings away the gold-lac'd hat, 
The people all may fay, this lad 

At cudgel-playing beats his dad: 

And when they ſhout and praiſe the boy, 
The mam. bep—— herſelf for joy. 

He ſpoke, and ſmiling look'd upon her, 
Then laid the hopeful bantling on her. 
She hugg'd him cloſely to her breaſt, 

And ſung him lullabye to reſt; , 
Tho' fear paſſeſt her ſoul fo ſtrong, 
She made a ſort of crying ſong. | 
This Hector view'd with feeling eye, 8 
(He hated much to ſee her cry) 
| | 
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No man, unleſs it is his fate 
To do't, can break thy Hector's pate; 
And this be ſure, no mortal man 
Can live much longer than he can ; 


When raw-bon'd death once takes the field 
He makes both may'rs and ſheriffs yield; 


And in the devil's lock ſecures 
Your reformation rogues by ſcores, 
For plaguing wretched helpleſs whores : 
Then ceaſe, my jewel, get you in 
To knit, or darn, or ſtitch, or ſpin, 
For me, it ever is my lot 
To be where broken pates are got: 
The man that's always firſt at eating, 
Should be the firſt to riſque a beating. 
This ſaid, he takes his ſkullcap up, 
With gooſe-quills ſhaded at the top, 
Homeward his dearee ply'd her ſtumps, 
And ſat her down in doleful dumps, 
Where, as ſhe made her grievous moan, 
The pigs return'd her grunt for groan, 
And both the cook and chambermaid 
Blubber'd as if their lord was dead, 
And now bold Paris fally'd out, 
Prepar'd to take the other bout; 


And, tho' he ſeem'd to look more grum for't, 
He ſpoke theſe words to give her comfort: 
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In a bright cap you ſee him tow'ring, 
The ſame that Hector caught him ſcow'ring. 
Thus when a Cheapſide cockney's tit 
From his long back has thrown the cit, 
Well pleas'd to leave his leaden load, 
He kicks and flings along the road, 
Splaſhes foot people as he goes, 
And dawbs with mud their Sunday's cloaths 
Juſt ſo briſk Paris ſkipp'd about, 
Reſoly'd to buckle tightly to't ; 
Then joining Hector's jobbernoul, 
Away they trotted cheek by joul : 
When Paris firſt began to ſay, 
Brother, you muſt excuſe my ſtay, 
could not ſooner get away. 
| ſtay'd, if T the truth muſt tell ye, 
To do a little job for Nelly, 
Which hinder'd me bout half an hour; 
It could not be a great deal more : 
But the poor honeſt loving heart 
With dry lips always hates to part; 
I therefore think I'm bound in honour 
To ſpend, what I can ſpare, upon her. 
Brother, ſays Hector, let what's paſt 
Be quite forgot, you're come at laſt, 
And that's enough : thou art in blood 
My brother, make that kinſhip good : 
In broils lets ſecond one another, 
And then I'll own thee for a brother: 
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That yau dare fighe was never doubted; 
Nor was your mett le e' er diſputed; 

But Troy makes ſuch a curſed roaring 
About your idleneſs and whoring, 

That did you hear each prating elf, 

*T would make you almoft hang yourſelf, 
Some pains I'd therefore have you take; 
They've bex'd it ſtoutly for your ſake : 

*T would pleaſe: me much to hear em telling 
You ſweat the Greeks. as well as Helen, 
And are prepar'd-to ftorm a trench, 

Or ſtorm the quarters of a wench, 

Juſt as it ſuits z ſuch men as- theſe 

Are. ſure all farts of folks to pleaſe, 

But chear thee up, our toils: ſhall ceaſe 
When Pitt's employ'd to make a peace 
Then Grecian rogues, with grief and ſhame, 
Shall trundle back from whence they came. 
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EN or VOLUME I. 


wv BOOKS. printed. for 8. Hook, in the 
Strand, and 8. BLADON, in Pater-noſter-Row, 
LONDON, 


I, 
. 


THROUGH 


I F A L F. 


ontaining new and curious Obſervations on that 
Country; particularly the GAD DUCHY of 
Tuscany.; the EccLEsiasTICAL STATE, or the 
Dominions of the Pope; the Kixcpom. of 
NayLesz the REPUBLICS of VENICE and Gy- 
x0a; and other ITALILIAN STATES, 

herein the preſent ſtate of thoſe countries is. accurately de- 
ſcribed, as to their different kinds of government, ſituation, 
extent, revenue, power, trade, manners, and cuſtoms ; but 
more eſpecially their ANT1QU1T1zs, as temples, triumphalr 
arches, pillars, baths, amphitheatres, aqueducts, catacombs, 
ruins, and public ways; as alſo their MODERN CUR 105171255 
churches, convents, palaces, villas, caſtles, forts, bridges, and 
public roads. With the moſt authentic account yet publiſhed 
of capita! pieces in PAINTING, SCULPTURE, and 
ARCITECTURE; that are to be ſeen,in ITALY. 
cluding REMAR&8S-On-the-anciknT and PRESENT 
STATE of 1TALY, of the Ars and SCIENCES 
which have flouriſhed there, and, of TasTz in 
PAINTING 3 with the characters of the principal 


painters, and: other artiſts. 


Br JOHN. NORTHALL, Eſq; 
tain in his Britannic Majeſty's Royal Regiment of Artillery, 


ILLUSTRATED, WIT 
map of Italy, a route of this tour, and ſeveral copper- 


plates, engraved from drawings taken on the ſpot, 


Books printed for S. Hoeper. 
II. 


Every Man his own Broker 
- O R, 
A Gvipz to Excaance-ALLzy. 


In which the Nature of the Fun ps, vulgarly called the S rocks 
is clearly explained; and the Myſtery and Iniquity of Srecr- 
N laid before the Public in a New and Impartil 

ight, Alſo, the Method of Transferring Soc x, and d 
Buying and Selling Govex NMENT SECURITIES, Without 
the Aſſiſtance of a BROKER, is made intelligible to the 
meaneſt Capacity: and an Account is given of the Laws is 
force relative to Bxoxzns, Clerks at the Bank, &c, With 
Directions how to avoid the Loſſes that are frequently ſuſaigei 
by the Deſtruction of Bank-Notes, India-Bonds, &c. by 
Fires, and other Accidents, Some Account of Banking, and 
of the Sinking Fund, 


With a SUPPLEMENT, giving a conciſe, but clear Account 
of the Valuation of Ax NUITIES upon Livzs ; with - 
curate Tables of Intereſt (and many others equally uſeful); 
calculated to a Farthing, at 2 1-half, 3, 3 1-half 4, and; 
per Cent. from 11, to 5gool. from One Day to Sixty, and 
from One Month to Twelve, With eaſy Rules for caſing 
up Stock, 


The SIXTH EDITION, Improved, 
By THOMAS MORTIMER, Eq; 


_ 
THE COMPLETE 


VOCABULARY; 


In Engliſh and French, and in French and Engliſh. 


Properly accented, and diſpoſed under above One Hundred 
Heads, either alphabetical, or agreea\le to the natural Order 
of Things, comprehending at one View all Words that ca 
occur relative to any Suhject. 
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